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PREFACE. 



The generous Encouragement which was 
l^estowed on my First Volume of Poems^ by a 
Bumerous and respectable li«t of Subscribers^ has 
partly emboldened and induced me to ofibc a second 
attempc to the candour c^ the Publii^ 

• 

That I haverentured to introduce some juvenile 
Pieces in the following Collection, I hope will not 
be injurious to them m the opinion of the Reader; 
though it eannot be expected, that a Muse which 
has been fostered ki the bosom of Friendship and 
family kindness^ should he received with equal 
SDdolgenee by an impartial world: many a defect 
most be obvious to the penetrating eye of Criticism, 
which neither the Author nor the Friend would 
kave distinguished. 



PREFACE. 

The Essays in prose may display (in the opinion 
of aiany) a l^aaieable presumption m the Author f 
though she has reason to hope^ from sa respectable 
a commendation as that of the late excellent Dr. 
FoRDTCE^ that lier efibrts may l^ favourably re- 
ceived. It is true, she may seem to venture on 
subjects too solemn and sublime for her capacity^ 
nor will it be forgot^ that the noblest and best of 
our Writers have shone and enlarged upon such 
subjects. Conscious of this truths she onty desires 
Candour^ and hopes it will be fairly remembered^ 
that where superior erudition is wanting to enrich 
the Treasury of Human Knowledge, the hupble 
mite (by example of Divine benignity) should be 
accqrted. 
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LINES TO A MYRTLE, 

GIVEN MB BY MRS. B. AND CARBXED INTO 

Hampshire^ in l/^O. 

WRITTEN AT NORTH HINTON. 



JLjitb> beauteous Myrtle ! ever priz'd by me > 
The fairest flow*r shall never equal thee 3 
Thy verdant leaves from joyous L * *t drew 
A richer fragrance^ and a softer hue : 
May balmy gales thy drooping sweets expand. 
And bless the gift of gentle Clara's hand. 



VOL. II. B 



15/ thee insplr'd. Remembrance shall impart 
Her graceful smile and tenderness of heart: 
On thee shall shine fair Fancy's golden ray. 
And Truth shall guard thee on a wintry day. 
Live, matchless Myrtle ! lest on Bagshot's plain. 
From scorching sun I kept thy sweets in vainj 
From many an adverse shock and heedless arm, 
I seiz'd thy tender stalk, and sav'd from harmj 
With anxious care thy fading charms convey'd. 
And safely plac'd them in this distant shade. 
Then live, sweet Myrtle I Mcra'ry sbaU restore 
Those cheerful scenes, which tl)oa moat see q« 

sxorc : 
Perchance unlieeded, in so fair a apot, 
Tliy leaves had bloomed, unheeded and foi^got. 
Thy misti^s eoorts tl>ee in tliis humUb scene. 
And feels that Friendship is an evjsrgreen. 
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ALLEGORICAL DIALOGUE. 



▲FFLICTXOV. 

Close ye, dark shadows, round my head> 
And wrap nie ki eternal night ! 

My little world of joy is dead. 
And all is darkness to my sight. 



FRIENDSHIP. 

Come, gentle moomer, tturn this way*- 
Lo ! Pleasure calls thee from her bow'rs ; 

She*ll make thy path with fr6lics gay. 
And deck it with her fairest flow'rs. 



AFPLICTIOH. 

Her fairest flow'rs, in vain for me. 

Display their bright enchanting bloom-— 
£ntwin*d with cypress wouM they be. 

Or scattpr'd o*er my Damon*s tomb. 
Ah ! do*st thou think her sportive airs. 

Her soft delusions, can prev9il,-^ 
When fond Affection's tend'rest cares. 

And thine^ oh Friendship!— -thine can fsulf 



FRIBNOSBIP. 

But gaze on Wealth— more solid joy 
His glitt*ring treasures shall impart ; 

And costly banquets shall destroy 
The sadness that corrodes thy heart. 



AFFLICTION. 

His charms may gorgeous Wealth reveal, 
(By Avarice and the world carest) 

While bleeding Memory still must feel 
The poverty within my breast. 



FlilENOSHIP. 

Oh then^ let bold Ambition speak — 
The glow of Grandeur and of Faroe, 

Shall dry the tear that's on thy cheek. 
And kindle now a nobler flame. 



AFFLICTION. 

Ah, no ! — that flame may fiercely burn j 
Its fatal torch, to thousands known ! — 

The fire that burns on Damon*s urn. 
Consumes my heart,— -but mine alone. 



TO THE REV. Ma. B * * * *, 



ON THE DEATH OF HI3 SON. 



Where Is the Muse, with soft and plaintive grace. 
Which steals fioin Sorrow's cheek the silent tear; 

Beguiles the spirit, even m Death's embrace. 
And soothes the sadness' of the Mourner's ear? 



Thy melting strains, thy harmony divine— 
Prepare, soft Muse ! with nicest, gentlest art : 

Oh thou — by Heaven inspir*d ! — 'tis only tliinc. 
To touch the feelings of a Father's heart. 
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Is there a pang which vvoands the conscious souI» 
And rends the tend*rest ties of life in twain ? 

Ev'n gen*rous Friendship dares not to console. 
And helpless Pit/ bleeds in ev*ry vein. 

Ev'q the kind Angel, whose benignant care. 
O'er the sad couch of faded Sickness hung, 

Beheld the blooming hopes which perish'd there. 
And gentle Comfort falter'd on her tongue. 

*' Oh, fonn'd.to soothe Distress and lighten Care," 
And check the dire advance of slow Disease; 

The noble heart, that's withered by Despair, 
Shall fed Maria's worth in deeds like these. 

Alas! nor tears, ^nor tenderness, norart, 

Cou'd.wve the darling youth, belov'd so well -, 
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Relentless Death prepar'd his two-cdg*d dart. 
And there the vurtuous pride of B*^ ^ ^ k fell! 

Say, can the Muse, by feeble Fancy led. 
Paint the dear prospect of a Parent's bliss j 

The radiant niorn, which soft refulgence shed. 
And all extinguished, ih a night like this? 

Ah, no! —In Fancy's eye, a brighter scene 
Gleams thro' the horrors of funereal gloom : 

See ! the bright Spirit, sprightly and serene. 
Where youth shall flourish in immortal bloom. 

Encircled now by radiant joys Abovc^ 

Oh yield him, B * * * k, to the blest decree j 

For Heaven alone — for scenes otendksft Love*— 
He left a Father and a Friend like thee. 



n 

— One tender plant is still expos*d on earthy 
To many a tempest rude, and treach'rous gale ; 

Thy fost*ring hand must gaard its rising worthy 
And watch its tender growth in Wisdom's vale. 

Bright may its vivid blossoms soon expand — 
Keflect the sun, and dnnk the morning dew 5 

With richest fragrance fill the conscious land. 
And bless the gen'rous soil where first it grew* 
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THE FAREWELL. 



Oh thou^ whose ardent soul aspires 
To ev*ry ob}ect> bright and new, 

'Mid sprightly hopes and gay desires. 
Accept Amakda's last adieu I 

When rapt'rous Novelty shall fade. 
And ev*ry scene so lov*d and fair. 

Oh ne'er let mists of Folly shade 
The light that Wisdom borrowed there. 

Full oft in scenes of deep distress 
She prints her awful lessons too; 

Yet rarely can her power suppress 
The anguish of a last adieu ! 
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When foreign dimes can yield no more. 
And Fancy pines for soft repose. 

Perchance a wish may waft thee o'er 
Where silver Colne meand*ring flows: 

And Colne shall roll his silver wave, 

(Of Time's sofl coarse an emblem too) ; 

While Friendship, with' ring in the grave^ 
May greet thee with a last Adieu ! 
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AN APOLOGY. 



THE AUTHOR BEING ACCUSED OF RUDENESS 
FOR NSGLBCTIN6 A BOW. 



Pardon^ oh gentle youths th' unconscious fault. 

If heedless Mtra did not as she ou^t. 

In native sense polite, thou couMst allow 

A passing Nymph the tribute of a bow ; 

But know the practis'd Beau we're doom'd to meet 

In Park tumultuous, or St. James's Street, 

With haughty looks the wondering nymph surveys. 

Nor ere discerns her, tho' he seems to gaze ! 

Witli flutt'ring airsj unmoved, he still proceeds. 

And boasts at tavern gay his valiant deeds ! — • 
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The pradent nymph, who views him with dismay. 
Will now with caudous steps pursue her wayj 
Her wary eye no dazzling beaux will mark. 
Nor yet in country, nor in crowded park ; 
But tim'rous o'er her path its light is cast. 
And calmly guides her to her home at last. 
For this, oh angry youth, in evil hour, 
A hapless nymph has rais'd thy vengeful pow'r 5 
Yet sure thy justice will accept her plea— 
*' Her eyes were gculty, but her heart is free/* 
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ELVIRA 

TO 

CLERIMONT. 



Short is the fleeting hour when gay delight. 
And heartfelt converse wings its rapid flight ; 
That hour which Hope has mark'd with piercing 

eye, 
Ev*n in the darkness of a clouded sky : 
But oh ! while Mem'ry shall her pow'r retain> 
Think not, O Clerimont, 'twas pass'd in vain. 
Where'er I go, my pensive soul to cheer. 
Thy voice, illusive, seems to charm my ear ! 
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« 

Those cordial words I hear^ which aoflen'd Grief^ 
For on thy gentle accents Imng Belief: 
Thy pleaMog form, endowed with virtues rare. 
Gleams In each liDg*riDg path of silent Care.— < 
Yes^ I have seen thee— -kind and gcn'rous youth ! 
Sileol and sad, these shades record tliy truth : 
Each soothing word Remembrance shall redeem. 
And guard the object of my just esteem. 
Alas ! what stormy cloud, with dire dismayi 
Chills my ^nt soul, and darkens all my way ? 
With death^like gloom conceals thee from my view. 
And bids Elvira take her last adieu ! 
—Oh hapless end of Friendship most sincere 5 
A bleeding heart shall hold thy mem'ry dear. 
Whether Misfortune, with compulsive hand. 
Leads my sad footsteps to a foreign land. 



TOL. II. 
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Far from the realms of Liberty and Truth, 
And all the reliques of my foster'd youth ; 
Or here in paths disconsolate I rove, 
A winters wanderer in the dreary grove ; 
Where regious Fate my sentence shall decree. 
From cities far — from glitt*ring crowds, and thee ! 
— Tho' keen Adversity her storm shou'd bring* 
To rend the plume from Hope's aspiring wing ; 
£v'n then—K>h then ! thy memory sure shall laat. 
Smooth the rude path, and still the northern blast : 
My suff 'ring heart a refuge shall create^ 
And save thy image from the wreck of Fate; 
-—Tho* rich with fruitless spoils. Oblivion's tide, 
la Time's deep gulph shall bury all beside ! 



i9 



TO A FRIEND, 



WITH AH BHBLEM ATICAL PICTUXE OF JOT, 
COPIED FBOM A PRINT BY THE AUTHOR. 



Whilst here my liDg'ring days may humbly end. 
May heartfelt Joy thy precious hours attend ; 
Still may her smiling looks diffuse that ray. 
Which brightens thought, and makes our Winter 

gay: 
Never— oh never — may her form depart 
Too far, my friend, — ^but fix her on thy heart I 
When each sofl stroke shall fade and disappear. 
Of that faint image, which I give thee here— 
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Know, that I wish thee then that solid bliss^ 

As freely thine, tho* not so frail as this ! 

And own (if e'er thy mem'ry shou'd recall 

Some heedless word, that from my lips might £dl) 

Say, I aton*d for all my errors past. 

And faithfiil Friendship gave thee Joy at last. 
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HOSPirALITY. 



▲DDBBSSED TO A GBMTLXMAN OF LIBEBAI» 

CHAKA.CTBB. 



In that, dark season of the circling year. 
When gath'ring skies and leafless groves appear, 
.When Nature trembles at the midnight storm. 
And sees the howling wind her charms deform, 
Whep all her treasure— all her boundless store. 
Her rich luxuriant psuntiogs are no more ! 
And dismal glooms shall shadow ev'ry place. 
Where once she revcll'd with superiw grace j 
In that dark season, mournfol and forlorn. 
Can Fancy Uien the dreary waste adorn ? — 



Ah, no! the treach*rous maid denies her art. 
The desolated prospect chills tlie heart ! 
Or else to gayer scenes she quickly flies- 
Magnificence and Pleasure charm her eyes ! 
And crowded streets, with dazzling torches shine. 
And ev'ry charm, oh London ! that is thine !— 
Lut Fancy, know, imperial as thou art, 
A nobler pow*r than thine may reach the heart j 
In wintry skies may gild the cheerless day. 
And chase the intellectual gloom away j 
May more than Pleasure^ more than crowds present. 
Fair smiling Harmony and sweet Content. — 
The social Joy, to splendid courts unknown. 
Is thine, fair Hospitality, alone ! 
Thou canst irradiate, with thy soothing ray^ 
The roof which Art in vain might render gay. 
—Hail! ever gracious, ever friendly pow'r ! 
Parent and Guardian of the social hour « 



23 

Long mayst thoa here thy gentle part sustain. 

And gcn'rous Martius shall extend thy reign ! — 

Tishis, with grace peculiar, to impart 
The glowing fervour of a bounteous heait ; 

'Tis his, that heartfelt pleasure to inspire. 

So vainly oft we seek, yet still admire j 

"Tis his, the dignity to pride unknown. 

That precious Wit, Goodnature's self may own ; 

But Nature claims the gentle triumph here, — 

The wit that's genuine needs not be severe ! 

Long mayst thou, Martius, .long, serenely blest. 

With gratitude inspire the worthy guest -, 

Long mayst thou live, and ev'ry care forgot. 

With her, the soft companion of thy lot 3 

With her, whose mild complacency and ease. 

Might steal the heart of Envy by degrees ; 

Whose native excellence seems half supprest. 

Whilst humble diffidence wou*d hide the rest. 
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Fain wou'd the Muse, in glowing verse dedare. 
All that is beauteous^ amiable and fair : 
Oh ! cou*d her feeble lays but match their choice^ 
Then might she charm the ear> like £mma*s 

voice J 
That voice. Oh sweet Melissa, join*d with 

thine. 
Might tempt ev'n Science from its mystic shrine; 
And teach the sullen misanthrope to know. 
That Harmony, indeed, exists below. 
* — Come not, oh Envy ! to a scene like this ! 
Go, haunt the mansions of ideal bliss—* 
Where Vanity erects her sumptuous court. 
Where Falsehood triumphs,— and where Fools 

resort; 
Fly to the realms of Pageantry and Art, 
Where courtly smiles may veil an anxious beart.«^ 
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Not such die place, where kindred minds iinite> 
The mild domestic picture of Delight ! 
It needs no borrow'd gleams, by Fashion ^iven. 
But shines by Truth's pute light «— the Light of 
Heaven ! 
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TO A GENTLEMAN^ 



WHO DESIRED MB TO WRITE SATIRICAL VERSES 

ON HIM. 



Satirical Verses, I think, 'tis you ask— 
I'm frighten'd to think of so arduous a task ! 
Before this decree I submissively follow. 
You must give me the genius and wit of Apollo : 
Yourself too, the subject? — why then I've to 

mention. 
You must give me a wonderful stock of invention > 
It were not sufficient my lines were harmonious. 
Whilst all wou*d agree that the choice was erroneous. 
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You must give me a proof, (to extinguish all 

praise) 
That Sense and Good-ihumour are banished from 

H ^s. 

In short — these said verses — I ne'er can indite 

them. 
Unless jou can give me some reason to write them. 
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And mild Benevolence, whose fervour stilly 
Nor" Time— nor Treach'ry — ^nor Distress can chill. 
With charms ineffable, thy sool shall cheer. 
While bounteous Heaven assigns a shelter here. 
Where Loyalty, with Patriot Zeal may blend. 
And Virtue, sufF'ring Virtue, find a Friend ! 
That calm respect, no titles can impart, 
(The ofif *ring of a good and gen'rous heart) 

» 

Shall save thy laurels from Oblivion's shade. 
And deck with brightest verdure— ne^er to fade. 
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TO TBS 



MEMORY OF OXFORD. 



A SOLILOaVT. 



Bbhbath the shelter of a fosfring shade, 
(By Nature form*d for calm Reflection's aid) 
Where silver Colne directs his winding way. 
And tempts the fervent Angler to his prey, — 
A Damsel sat, in pensive thought redin'd, 
Aad Fancy's soothing dream entranced her mind! 
A gentle willow o'er the stream was bent^ 
And lav*d the murm'ring sound its waters sent ; 
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Melodious Birds their simple strains forbear— 
(A simpler strain reveal*d the Damsel's care) 
And placid twilight now, with smile serene. 
Had cast its veil transparent o*er the scene : 
" In vain,'* she cries, *' these rural scenes appear, 
** And Nature shews each soft attraction here ; 
*' In vain, ye flow'rs, your tender leaves expand, 
*' And own the glowing touch of Nature's hand ! 
** The rural nymphs your beauties may pursue, 
** And lab*ring Bees may. taste their sweetness too! 
*' Ye desart fields ! with verdure doath'd in vain, 
'' Save for the harmless tenants of the pUln $ 
** My active soul, now pensive and forlorn, 
** Views the gay landso^ with a senseless soom > 
'' From gayer scenes, alas ! Melissa flies, 
^* Where moving oljects once oou'd cfaaim faier 
''eyes.— 
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•* Oh Oxford ! proud and noble as thou art ! 
** Thy tow*ring honours still expand my heart, 
" That stately scene, which Science shall explore, 
'* Its charms and wonders T behold no more, 
*Tis not thy art, oh Jervais ! I lament. 
Where fertile Genius all its ardour spent, 

I 

Nor sumptuous edifice, nor tow'r sublime, 
" Rich witli tlie spoils of Learning and of Time 5 
" No ! 'tis not these my heavy heart deplores !— 
•^ 'yho' Knowledge here might open all her stores, 

i 

«' Her stately form a deeper gloom wou'd cast, 
" And frighted Ignorance view her frowns aghast ! 
*' Tho' Arabic its crooked lines display, 
'* And bearded students line the sc4emn way. 
Where comely Bards in canvas look severe. 
And stem Philosophers in ranks appear, 
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«' Or pure Devotion warms the painter's heart, 

*' And stamps its sacred image on the heart 5 

" Nor Marlb'rough's gems — nor Theatre, designed 

" To swell the noblest feelings of the mind ! 

•' Where Youth its gen'rous ardour shall display, 

«' And Genius glows by Emulation's ray : 

" 1^0 'tis not these niy conscious soul inspires, 

*' And moves ray fancy on ecstatic wires. 
" No ! — It was converse, social and serene, 
'' Inspired each movement of th' attractive scene : 
" Perchance, 'twas Vanity the place might deck, 
'' More pleasing far than Friendship's mildest check ! 
" As glittering snakes in shining ambush Jay, 
" Where verdure glows andflow'rets blossom gay. 



" Oxford adieu! — In Mem'iy's golden hours, 
" Oft must she wander to thy halcyon bow'rs. 
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** Where, silver Charwell, with peculiar pride, 
** And slow reluctant grace, thy waters glide !— 
*^ Fair scene of Science, melody and song, 
^ May Vice and Folly ne'er thy dwellings wrong ! 
'*" Rich from thy mine may future Senates rise, 
*' And gems of worth to charm a nation's eyes ! " 
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THE GARDEN OF TOUTH. 



A MORAL &BFLECT10M. 



Ij/ ev'ry scene— < at ev'ry stage— 

In life's eventful way. 
The storm of Discord still shall rage. 

And clouds obscure the day. 



In Youth's bright Garden, smooth and fair. 

Still Sorrow shews its pow'r ; 
Love's canker-worm lies lurking there. 

And spoils the blooming flow'r. 



What pity! that its leaves shou*d strew 

The cold unconscious plain ! 
And Heaven's own rich ambrosial dew 

Shou*d bathe its sweets in vain ! 
£v'n there« where festive Pleasure glows. 

And decks her mossy seat. 
Shall reptiles too invade repose* 

And check the slumber sweet. 



The sullen Bat of Slander flies. 
When night its shade has cast ; 

And £nv7*s Caterpillars rise 
The promised fruit to blast ! 

The Magpie^ and the ravenous Crow, 

Will cv'ry fence subdue. 
And while they kill a meaner it]^ 

Oft prove thqr*re traitors too ! 



38 

And oft a killing, killing frost. 
Shall DisappolDtment send; 

When all is blighted— * all is lost. 
Till Wisdom find^ a friend. 



— Fair Industry ! 'tis now tbj part 

The culture to supply 5 
Kind Heav*n itself will crown thy art. 

And send a softer sky. 



The storm sliall cmsh each caitifFfoe, 
Which mocks thy wise endeavour. 

And fiow'rs of Paradise shall blow 
Beyond their reach for ever ! 
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A PETITION', 



From the Ladies of ******* *, 



TO THE COLON£L OF A BEGIMENT, ON LEAVING 
A COUNTRY TOWN, WHKBE THEY WERE 

aUARTEEED. 



The Ladies of^ *******, in sorrowful plight. 
Your humble petitioners, warmly unite. 
To beg, Mr, Colonel, some pity you'll take. 
And once more to******** return for their 
sake. 
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If we look at tbe Ckown^* how our wishes are 

crosi — 
It seems its prerogative quite to have lost ; 
No mortal appears there, its pow'r to uphold^ 
But travellers^ dusty and grim to behold ! 
Tbo' sometimes a phaetou its aid shall bestow. 
Which proudly looks down on the horses below; 
Tho* whiskeysj more humble, may sometimes 

approacli^ 
And ancient Sobriety sleeps in its coach : 
How sad and how dismal appears all the scene ! 
The hours drag along like a loaded macljine.— • 
Indeed your petitioners see, with despair. 
How sober and grave all tbbse officers are : 
They rejoice they are safe, but alas, it is certam. 
There's nothing revives like some innocent flirting) 

V 

* Tbe name of a celebrated iaa. 
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And much do I feai% if these heroes remiin, 
'Tis a cordial they never will taste of again 3 
They'll be fit then for nothing but spinsters or 

wives. 
And must travel thro' plain-work the rest of theif 

lives. 



So your humble pejtitioners beg you'll return^ 
And think on these points with a serious concern : 
lliey humbly conceive, for contempt of iheir beauty^ 
These men shou'd be tried, — as neglect of their 

duty) 
*Ti8 easy to prove<it, since Conquest their trade is. 
And Valour, we know, is a Friend to the Ladies, 
What wonders we hear of the Champions of old. 
When the ELnights were all courteous^ and Damsels 

were cold ! 
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In the days of Orlando, what giallant pursuits I 
What fighting and tearing of trees by the roots ! — 
Those days they are ended— and as for our trees— 
We may hang on their branches — whenever we 

please ! 
And if ever our griefs to this action shou*d drive us. 
We humbly suppose that the beaux wou*d survive 

us. 
Our griefs are now told^ as well as we can, sir. 
And your humble petitioners wait for your answer* 
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THE 



FORSAKEN NYMPH. 



Oppress'd with care and anxious thought^ 

From formal scenes retiring. 
The silent shades Fliktilla sought. 

When day was just expiring ! 
With plaintive accents of dismay^ 

Her secret cares revealing. 
She spoke, while lambs retired from play. 

And owls did scream, unfeeling. 
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RiNALDo flies! alas> 'tis tnie, 

Tbo* bright as young Apollo^ - 
AVhere is the Daphne to pursue^ 

That might not chuse to follow } 
For oh ! that gay and graceful air. 

In truth there's no denying | 
Ye hapless' birds, alas, beware— 

For oh ! he*ll shoot you flying ! 

Ye hopeless damsels, take your flights 

Nor think his heart to soften ; 
As dazzling comets cast their light 

He shines, but scarce so often. 
O'er hills and dales he sliwas his way; 

Like some false ray, deceiving- 
It shines, retireft— -then dies away. 

And leaves us nought but grieving. 
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Yet know^ thou faithlessj £ckl6 swain. 

With all thy airs so cniel. 
No kindling spark can long remain. 

If Fate denies it fuel 5 
And know, exulting as thou art ! 

While conscious spite conceals thee, 
Tho* looks like thine might melt the heart, 
. A^ air so cold congeals me ! 
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TO A LEARNED GENTLEMAN, 



ON HIS I^OLITELY RSFU8INO 1*0 SHEW Hlf 

coWfo&itioks. 



A Muse who had roam'd to Parnassus in vain. 

No subject for Envy to quarrel ! 
And Apollo himself had dismissed with disdain. 

With only one sprig of his laurel. 

This Muse, as she took her dis<ionsolate way, 
Unadom'd with a passport to Fame, 

.Was told where true Genius had kindled a ray. 
And humbly she ofier'd her claim. 
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But a wish so presuming must surely surprise ! 

Orontes denied it with horror; 
But Modesty lent him that graceful disguise, 

'Tis only for Genius to borrow. 



O'er the radiance of Wit her fair mantle is 
thrown. 
But know, the contrivance is vain ! 
The' her look is conceal'd, yet her air must be 
known. 
And no art can her movements restrain. 



She tells roe with polish*d and exquisite art. 
What politeness indeed may refine — 

A grace to refusal *tis bet's to impart^ 
But still disappointment is mine ! 
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What reason forbids, cou'd the muse but allow^ 
And ev*n cou'd she deem thee sincere j 

Was ever her fame so unwelcome as no;Br, 

I' 

Or a compliment purchased so dear } 
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TO Mk. G , 



ON HIS GOING TO LISBON FOR THE RECOVERY 

OF HIS HEALTH. 



WRITTEN SOME TEARS AOOf AT DELAFOSD, IN 

BUCKINGHAMSHIRE. 



Go, gentle youth ! may Heaven protect thy way, 
Whete sofler gales their balmy sweets convey. 
Far from diese regions, and the noxious train 
Of fogs mid mists, in Winter's dark domain : 
Its rig'rous pow'r, unmov'd, thy friends may se^ 
Since now it wastes its J&owns, unfelt by thee j 

TOL, II. B 
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Here may we view iU rage the work perform. 
Prepare the flood, and raise the rattling storm ; 
While kinder Fate a refbge shall supply. 
And cheer thy prospectb with a purer ^ky I 
And oh ! (if Fancy may from Fiction steal 
An airy form, our wishes to reveal) 
£v*n now, that gentle nymph, so blithe and gay. 
Who views this gloomy scene with dire dismay. 
May bright Hygeia*s self thy seat prepare, 
A shelter from the cold and piercing air ! 
In all her charms, and all her graces deckt. 
And gently pardon too thy long neglect. 
Oh may*st thou find her, tho* forsook so long — 
Thy cares assiduous may repair the wrong. 
May watchful angels bless the fond deiigD, 
And Make the bashful nymph for ever tbinel 
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TO TBB 



MEMORY OF THE SAME. 



What lovely form^ in fiin'ral weeds array'd^ 
Glides in deep silence duo* the solemn shade ? 
— Th* inyerted anchor, and the drooping wing. 
Declares 'tis Hope, and whence her sorrows spring: 
— Still may she torn, soft maid, her languid eyes. 
And meet her heav*n-b(»n sister in the skies ! 



Alas ! he*s gone!— -nor Sen8e,with Taste combin*d. 
The gentlest nianners, with the firmest mind. 
Nor polished Eloquence, nor artless IVathf 
Cou'd save the virtooas^ the lamented youth! 
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Alas — in vain, to foreign climes remov'd^ 
From ev'ry fond pursuit and friend he lor'd ! 
In foreign land — nor friend, nor kindred near. 
To drop, conceal*d, the agonizing tear. 
Those eyes were dos'd, where sense was wont to 

» 

shine. 
And heav*n-born Truth displayed its beams divine ! 

Hygeia, cruel maid— «^boAi MvtA^s strain. 

In falt'ring accents, once invok'd in vmo, 

< 
Ah ! where wast tkou ?-^A stranger, senk and 

pale;i 

He sought thee in the warm add distant gale; 

In vain his trembling steps thy haunts explored. 

The Muses si^*d, and weepang Love de^ilor'd!-*^ 

Resistkss Fate its gentle victim view'd, 

(£v*n to thy blissful shores it still pursued) 
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With ruthlcsa pow*r it seiz'd £u6enio*s breath. 
And chiird thy breezes " with the blast of Death/ * 

Oh, matdiless youth I thy fair and spotless name. 
The last sad tribute of the Muse shall claim 1 — 
Oa Lisbon's rocky shore, forlorn and wild, 
Ev'n Wisdom's self shall seek her darling child j 
To sacred Truth thy mem'ry shall she trust. 
And Virtue's self shall consecrate thy dust !— - 
But where shall Friendship, hopeless and opprest. 
Sooth the keen anguisii of her tortur'd breast ? 
Since — oh the fleeting hour, so quickly pass'd, 
Impress'd thy mem'ry on the soul to last. 
What thought can reach, what language can define. 
The pang, oh Friendship ! that's reserved for thine } 
In grief profound, methinks thy tender form. 
Unheeded wanders thro' the midnight storm j 



54 

Or deep transfix'd upon the dreaiy shore. 
It marks the rolling waves tumultuous roar.*— 
Perchance the parting sigh^ that cost so dear. 
The la&t-^last sigh, still vibrates on its earl 

Turn, gentle mourner ! See, with looks of love. 
His Spirit hails thee from the realms above: 
With radiant smiles, and charms dlvinelj bright. 
Religion calls thee from the scenes of light ! 
With glance benignant, she dispells the gloom. 
And waves her banners o'er the silent tomb^ 
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MN KBAOIKO 80MB EXCELLENT 



SONNETS. 



TO THE AUTHOR. 



Sweet is thy cadence to the ear of Woe, 

As music stealing thro* the gloom of nrght ; 
And richly deck*d> thy living pictures glow 
With Patnttng's softest tints and purest light. 
In matchless Poesy can thus unite 
The rival Arts^ with mingling charms divine. 
And all their tuneful pow'r, sweet bard, is thine ! 
Thy pensive lay the captive soul beguiles. 
And graces Woe with more than Pleasure*8 smilea. 
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Pale Sorrow views her soften'd linage there. 
And almost loves a form that looks so fair ! 



Let conscious Vanity her robes admire, 

Brest in the plumage of the Peacock gay. 
And deck the flow'ry haunts of young Desire, 

To hide the fatal snares which cross her way ! 

With thee, sweet Bard, oh rather let me stray 
Where Melancholy, queen of sable night. 

With looks enamoured, marks the moonlight 
beam 
Hang o'er the precipice, with peaceful light. 

Or gild the surface of the $Uver stream. 
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TO THE 



AUTHOR OF SOME LINES^ 



WHICH ENCOURAGSD ERRQft AND 
DESPONDENCY. 



Unthxnkinq Muse ! Ah, wherefore must thou 
stray. 

Par from each blooming scene, so bright and fair. 
To court the silent, dark, and devious way-— 

The sad recess of comfortless Despair ? 
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No blossoms there their balmy sweets exhale. 
Nor healthy plant tiie pob*noas air defies j 

But cold Destruction chills the passing gale — 
The ground is fruitless, and the blossom dies. 

Scarce shall the wither'd oak, of frantic form, 
Afibrd its shelter to the Owl distressed 5 

And scarce, with scanty aid, shall Nature warm 
Tlie niggard shelter of the Raven's nest ! 

Unhospitable all ! and cold and drear : 
The hopeless eye no gentle ray shall guide; 

But gleams of horror chill the soul with fear. 
And 'cross the way imperfect phantoms glide.-— 

Oh^ grim Despair! thy frantic look 2 know. 
Thy sable robe is flutt'ring to the wind. 
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Across thy Ihrid face pale lightnings glow. 
And yet— a darker monster lurks behind ! 

"Us Athbism ! — tho* dark and gloonay Pride 
Wou'd fain its terrors to his looks impart^ 

The gorgeous robe his meanness cannot hide. 
Nor hide the wound that festers in his heart* 



Fair Mercy trembles at a form so dire. 

And hides her lovely head — or forms a prayer. 

Which bids the monster to his den retire. 
And casts a ^eam on comfortless Despair. 

Back to thy cavern of eternal night. 

Fly, hideous Spectre ! where no ray can cheer : 
Kind Heaven in mercy casts its beaming light. 

And bids sweet Hope ev*n spring in desartsherc. 
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TO A FRIEND, 



IN APOLOGY FOR DECLINING TO SHE^RT 

MY VERSES, 



When Fancy takes flight 

To tlie realms of Delight, 
Or strays, my dear friend, to Elysium's sweet 
bow'rs ; 

When Arcadia's soft breeze 

lu her numbers shall please. 
For you will she cull the most exquisite flow'rs* 
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But ^hen to rude cliffs 

Her eye she uplifts. 
To mountains or desarts her course she'll pursue ! 

Though wildly she traces 

Such terrible places-* 
My dear, there's no lodging for Reason and you ! 
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MELISSA, 



OK THE 



YOUTHFUL DISAPPOINTMENT. 



(WKITTBN IH THB COUHTRT.) 

Now ev*ry hope had yielded to Despair^ . 
And Fancy's golden dream dissolv'd in air 5 
The sad Melissa moum'd her hapless case. 
Her fav'rite scheme had ended in disgrace ! 
A dismal course succeeds of grief and sorrow^ 
As Shakespeare says, *' to-morrow and to-morrow ! 
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'* And 7Ct"— she cries, my secret cares I'll speak. 
And wear in sad complaints the ling'ring week : 
Relentless Gkumio ! •— barb*roas and unjust! 
Know, I submit alone — because I must : 
Know, *tis to thee mj. deep distress I owe. 
Thy promis*d dance had made my bosom glow 5^ 
£y'n the dear sound my conscious soul inspires. 
And eager Hope reluctantly retires. — 
Alas ! 'tis gone! I see my wretched doom ! 
lis fix*d— this dire impenetrable gloom ! 
Instead of fiddles, sweet bewitching tone. 
The boding Screechowl wounds my ear alone : 
The ruthless wind, thro* some tremendous door. 
Creeps in, with, horrid noise, unmarkM before ! 
Some watchful cur, perchance, affords its aid. 
And swells the horrors of the midnight shade. 
My listening. ear each fearful sound retains } 
A deadly chill runs icy thro' my veins. 
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— Some Ghost, mcthinks, frequents tliese dreaiy 

And scares my senses with its doleful calls !. 
I see — I hear ! — It says. Or seetns to sa)r«^-* 
I know not whab-"-then sinks and fades away ! 
-^Or terrors less sublime afford relief: 
No spectre comes*— but 16 T the murd'rous thief; 
Around he casts his fierce rapacious eyei3— 
The desolated scene his search defies ! 
Enrag'd, with keen vexation and with spite. 
He sends me headlong to the shades of night. 

Ah Grumio ! think, thy kind indulgent powV, 
Had drove these terrors from the midnight hour r 
Instead of hollow sounds, increased by fear, 
A joyous band might charm a damsel's ear; 
Anticipated mirth wouM horror chase. 
And sweet contentment triumph in its phoe r 



Where Fancj once a hideous ph^ntem drew, 
A detzling uniform might please m^ view ! 
The sptighdy dance, the complimcntl so fiae» 
The matchless partoer. Fancy, had bfeen thine ! 
And how can thoaghts terrific claim a part. 
When glowitig expectatioa warms th^ heart ? 
But oh ! that expectation now is past«^ 
That late faUgue, so charming^ was the last ! 
That hroken slumber, which succeeds a Ball, 
The dark extinguish'd mom — I know it all. 
—What tho* the glass a living phantom gives, 
Tis thus the girl of active genius lives. 

Unhappy maid ! that here I*m doom'd to stay— 
The mournful evening brings no second day : 
Two candles prim, their horrid light produce; 
Perverted, dismal things-^they're set for use ! 

VOL. IX. p 
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I 

; 

And useful thoughts — ^a sullen freezing train. 
Your moping' Dowagers may preach in vain !— 
Some rich rojknance, in soothing language drest. 
Shall sooth the anguish of my soul to rest : 
Or fan: cosmetic, with its eastern pow'r, . 
Shall claim the labours of my dreary hour 5 
While future conquests claim a feeble light. 
And formal sleep returns, in league with night. 
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AN EPISTLE 

FROM 

CLARA TO MELISSA, 



OCCASIONED BY THE FOREGOING. 



Whilst ev'iy grove that decks the rural scene. 
Re-echoes with the note of tuneful spleen. 
And &ir Melissa, languid and opprest. 
Sighs with the surfeit of unwelcome rest; 
The wretched Clara — ^hapless and forlorn. 
With difF'rent cares, and sharper grief is torn ! 
Oh, had I stay'd in some sequestered spot-— 
" The world forgetting — ^by the world forgot:" 
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Oh, had this form, in vain with jewels deckt^ 
Been humbly, meanly clad, in apron checkt; 
In russet gown, with homely cap array*d^ 
(Like country maids, who love the rustic shade,) 
With clumsy shoes, and handkerchief compleat. 
Some village present, comfortably neat ! 
Far firom the dazzling Ball, where torches bum, . 
And Love and Envy triumph in theur turn — 
In gentle peace my tortured hours had pass'd. 
And Wedlock's ring had crown'd my cares at last! 

Ah ! what avails the bright Circassian bloom. 
When hideous Plutus reigns in Cupid*8 room ? 
And Venus* self, surrounded by the Loves^ 
Might humbly feed alone her weary doves ! 
— ^Ah me ! tho* cs'ty art of female taste. 
My gentle friend^ this once*lov*d figure giac'd } 
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Tho* bcaateotis ringlets o'er my forehead hung. 
Light as the flatt'ry on Alcander's tongue 5 
The* curious lace, of foreign worth possessed, 
Form'd a rich ran>part round niy snowy breast; 
The' Grecian drap'ry, new from Fashion's hand. 
The fascinating pow*r of conquest plann'd } 

r 

Vain was the batt'ry 'gainst my Damon's heart — 
Vain were the charms of Nature and of Art ! 
A golden mine was sprung ! — No rival force 
Cou*d stop Ihe foe, successful in her course. 
DoRiNDA — frightful, wealthy, and obscure, 
Seiz'd die dear coiaquest thai I held secure 5 
With secret — hopeless — with despairing rage, 
I saw hint fettered ia her shining cage.— 
Oh may he fed the captive's gal^ng chain. 
And beat, his t3?eack'raus wings for pe&ce in- vain ! 
—He seii'd her hand, with looks- of gay d^light,- 
And ev'ry object vanish'd from my sight I 
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Melissa ! dost thou mourn thy tranquil lot? 
Thou know'st not Mis'r}' — Ah thou know'st it not: 
Most does it reign where Pleasure plays her part, , 
And tears the tend'rest fibres of the heart j 
While slifF Decorum, like a buckram vest. 
Inflames tlie wound which festers in the breast ! — • 
The sprightly tune tliat wakes tlie sportive dance. 
The heedless titter — the exulting glance — 
'Tis nils'ry all — when Disappointment's dart 
To poison turns the current of the heart j 
Fair Solitude wou'd then a luxury be. 
And ev'n the torments now deplor'd \^y tliee. 

Ye crowds, ye Balls ! receive my last farewell ! 
For peace I fly, where gentle Peace may dwell. 
In vain for conquest may we seek the ball, 
" It comes unlook*d for — if it comes at all I** 
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Perhaps^ my friend^ 'tis safest — ^best — to win 
A secret conquest o'er the foe within. 
' No tumults then our pleasure shall invade. 
Nor fears molest us in the rural shade 3 
And ev'n the matron smile^ discreetly kind. 
May yield sweet comfort to relieve the mind. 
—Seine calm pursuit may cheer the wintry eve, 
Tho' beaux forsake us, and tho' belles deceive ! 
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TO C. J. ESQ. 



ON ilE:C|3|V(|!& A 90M9 or HIS COMFOSITIOX, 



While cold IndifF'rence boasts its calm career. 
Nor feels one gen'rous pang or tender fear 5 
But foe to Virtue, Elegance, and Taste, 
Shall reign triunophant o*er a desart waste — ■ 
Ah, deem liot Genius, active and sublime. 
Shall bear its blossoms in so cold a clime ! 
That piercing ray, that animating light. 
Which gbws refulgent thro? a world of night, 
(Which wakes the Muse, in dark Oblivion's gloom. 
And bids her varied wreath unfading bloom) 
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Thro' Inmost Nature shall its influence dart^ 
And that which fires the Fancy warms the heart. 
Full many an anxious wish and tender care^ 
Shall glow, congenial, with its ardour there. 
Alas — tho' many a pang 'tis doom*d to own. 
And tort'ring doubts, to meaner souls unknown, 
A gen'rous pride shall still its pow*rs sustain. 
And sooth its ^^gui^h, tho* it btecda in vain ! 

For thcc> oh gentle youth— whot'er she be. 
Whose potent cbaiiina ii>sptre the muse and thec> 
Accept the wislx whicb Myjia now conveys, 
Tho* cold tctkement damps her feeble ia(yfi«» 
May kiQcSk^ Hope diy raouous dodata remove. 
And gentle Sympathy thy flame approve J 
May «tkts Truth tibe cooscioat heart declare^ 
And BoaaoA Sx thy dmsa for ever tl^exe.! 
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THB 



PETITION OF TRUTH. 



ADDRESSED TO A FOBT. 



To the beauteous resort of the Muses and Fame, 

A fair and a gentle petitioner came ; 

Her beautiful ringlets disorderly flow*d. 

And ablush on her cheek most indignantly glow'd: 

That eye, whose refulgence once all things might 

cheer. 
Was robb'd of its lustre, and dim'd with a tear; 
Yet the radiance of Beauty was mingled with Youth, 
And her mirror of chrystal declared she was Truth! 



I 
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" Impatient of wrongs, and reduc'd to distress^ 
'* Behold me !" she cries, " I am come for redress r 
" I come, the most injur 'd, in anguish and grief, 
" And the cause of my sorrow must grant me 

" relief. 
'* On Genius and Gratitude both are my claim, 
*' My hand was the first which disclosed them to- 

'* Fame ! 
" Ah, sure then, combined, they shou*d grant me 

" my due — 
" Not hide me in darkness for ever from view I 
*' Is my form so ungraceful, my air so imcouth, 
*' That the patron of Beauty shou*d wander from 

'' Truth } 
'' And Falshood, that imp, must be cherish'd with 

" care, 
" While my charms are exhausted with gricif and 

I' despair. 
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" She's a moaster not ev*ii his art can adorn^ 

" Whilst he kaves me to * c> in Oblivion forlorn. 

" Oh, false and unkind ! —canst thou hear me 

•* complain, 
*' And gaze on my aspect, which courts thee in 

*< That aspect once charm'd thee, (if words arc 

" sincere,) 
Thy pleasing encomiums stffJ dwell on the ear j 
With raptures exulting, thy strains have I known, 
" And claimM the sweet numbers, almost as my 

'* own. 
'» Oh! hadst thou been faithfuJ ! this. hand> ev'n 

" now, 
'• Had foniv*d the gay wreatli which encircles thy 

" brow. 
'♦ But alas, I'm betrayed ♦ O <fistpaction to see! 
*' By Genius traduc'd, and forsakes by 1^e« ! 



ft 



€« 



77 

" When Folly or Dulness shall make the attempt^ 
*' My soul can regard them with silent contempt : 
" But know^ when a fnend shall envenom the 

" dart, 
" It transfixes my soul, and it pierces my heart; 
*' And *tis only the hand which bestow'd the 

'* offenccj 
With generous atonement, can pluck It from 

*' thence." 



t€ 
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TO THE SAME. 



ON BEING DBSIRBD TO WBITB AN EPISTLE 
FROM PBTBARCH TO LAURA. 



Oh thou^ whose flow'ring verse might boast the 

ait, 
With true and genuine praise to warm the heart ! 
Deem not that Flattery shall the Muse inspire^ 
Or tune to Harmony her feeble lyre ! 
Perchance her trembling hand might pow*r assume. 
To add one flower of praise to Laura's tomb : 
But oh ! a gentler Muse, whose mournful eye 
From frozen hearts might steal a melting sigh. 
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With grace refin'd^ tho' frantic with despair^ 
Hangs o'er the spot^ and guards its treasure there ! 
Yes^ hapless Muse ! *tis tliine> the Fates allow^ 
To twine the wreath which decks thy Lauba's 

' brow : 
Its vivid bloom defies the toil.of years^ 
And shines more bri^t for Pity's balmy tears. 
— Oh thaa, whose spotless fame no breath shall 

taint^ 
Still biMiour*d shade! — ^there needs no verse to paint 
How fair that form, which lives in Pbtkarch's 

strain. 
How pure thy virtue, since he ]ov*d in vain ! 



80 



A PARODY ON ''FAIR HEBE." 



Faia Pteasore I soaght^ fts a faenrtfelt relief. 
And flew to each object to soften my grief; 
I tried it — but found, when I came to depirt. 
That sooiethiiig wai heavjr, and ptey'd on mf 
heart. 



I flew to mf Reason, and begg*d for her M, 
Who paus*d on my case, and each circumstance 

weigh*d ! 
Then gravely replied, in return to my pray'r. 
This world was a place of affliction and care. 



J 



Not^hopeless I'm yet of relief to my pain. 
To seek for perfection on earth it were vain ; 
But a sweet little maiden to sooth us was sent. 
And I*il seek In the shades for the Damsel Co: 

TENT. 
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TO AN" 

ANONYMOUS WRITER 

IN THE NEWSPAPER. 



No slavish hirdiDgy whose inglorious muse 
Spins the dull lay for mean and sordid views. 
No grovUing flatterer, whose deceitful art 
Can veil the native feelings of the heart ! 
No wretch like these, with mercenary pen. 
Calls thee, thou poor Dcfamer, from thy den ! 
That eye which saw the lih'ral hand bestow. 
When humble want confessed its piercing woe. 
The ear which heard such gen*rous warmth ex« 

press'cj* 
Which glow'd benignant in the owner's breast j 
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These shall confute thy vile malignant strain. 
And treat injurious Folly with disdain ! -— 
Malice alone such rherric cou*d produce^ 
Which shines |n rage^ in falshood and abuse. 
No love of virtue sure such zeal inspir*d. 
But hatred and revenge thy bosom fir*d ! 
To such who 4well^ like pois'nous snakes conceal'd. 
Oblivion grants their wish— a Coward*s shield!— « 
Virtue is mild— all gentle and serene! 
Divine her look^ and graceful is her mien ; 
Her frown has dignity — but when severe. 
Even then she shews that Charity is dear : 
Insult she knows not, to a mind oppress'd. 
Nor wounds the spirit Fortune has depress'd ; 
Her praise is Honour, in the truest sense — 
And ev*n her censure is Benevolence ! 
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JUVENILE VERSKS 



l^Q A LADY, 



•tr w^ARiiro A^CAP'sBfE jprsA'i^VoVEi) oK 



Dear Madain^ yonrversesi iofcmissive I* nfeut 
And own T hav^ nothing in answer to plead : 
Your satire's so keen, yet trie muse sb polity. 
It carries conviction that*8 mix'd with delight j 
So delicate still its attacks on each failing. 
Where its edge is most fdt, is its brightiiesg" 
prevailing. 
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It is QQt ,ihro' ^pity, indeed^ to the Beaux, 
That I put on the cap you so ireely expose; 
Such pi^^ I fear^ has been seldom exerted, 
Sinqe beaux were deceivers^ and caps were per- 
verted. 
Nor is it Fm blind — I must frankly avow- 
That wer^ a misfortune most terriblenow j 
With your verses and reasons so well I agree. 
In spite of my winkers,* 'tis plain I can see ! 

After all, my dear Madam, the troth not to 

8mothe]>— ' 
Confession's one thing, and amendment another ! 
And how can I throw by that cap with disdain. 
Which now, Vm convinced, was not put on im 

vain? 



* The same bestowed on the ctp. 
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Nay, coaM I reform, I am now in despair— 
The cap were rcmembcr'd, in spite of my carcj 
You*ve made it remember*d, by liking it not. 
And I know bat too well 'twill be never forgot ! 
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TO COLONEL L, 



ON THE SAME SUBJECT^ 



IN REPLY TO AN AP0L06T FOH FINDING 
FAULT WITH THE AUTHOR. . 



Sure never inj^ction^ design*d for one*s use. 
So gently ere came, in the shape of excuse ! 
Truth's never so sure when she raises her batt'ry. 
As when she lies hid in the ambush of Flatt'ry ; 
For Truth, even Truth, may take lessons from 

Art, 
And polish those weapons she sends to the heart. 



Sat Lucius ! how cou*dst thou expect her to 

change 
What Nature has forra'd, so perverse and so strange? 
In war the most skilful commander may sliine. 
But here, hadst thou conquer'd^ the triumph wer« 

mine. 
Does it lessen my error, or heighten my shame. 
If I own I shou'd mend, and continue the same? 

f • . ; . , i\ i . • . 1. 1 ' »» J - . .1 

This honest confession must bring my own sentence. 
A Spinster cieserted, and fruitless repentance! 

Ah me ! in that day when no young men encroach. 
And the old, even old, are afrai^ to approach. 
Thy gentle advice sh^Jl reflection bestow. 
And soften the face it ne'er caus'd me to shew; 
And when Scandal, and Friendship, and Cards 

are resign'ij, 
I will leave this said Cap for the good of Mankinds 
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THE 

• * 

CONTENTED SPINSTER. 



IS REPLY TO A FKIENO WHO WA^ DISS ATI SFIEI^* 

Dear Ma'am your distress 

So wdl you express. 
And ^t once are so dcJeftil apd witty. 

That you've soften'd my Muse, 

And she cannot refuse 
Some scanty jH-oportion of pity* 

A Spinster like you. 
Behold! I am too! 



90 

And sixty good years I have reckon*d ^ 

A lover I lost. 

My affections engross'd — 
I never admitted a second ! 



Young, handsome and gay. 

Fate snatch*d him away. 
And forbade me his lot to partake ; 

I cou'd find no relief^ 

So I hid all my grief. 
And shall die an Old Maid for his sake ! 



Tis my glory — my choice ! 

And I daily rejoice 

__. * 

There's no mortal my steps to controul^ 

To the young and the gay 

An indulgence I pay. 

And sickness and grief I console. 
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I love not to kandle 
The weapons of scandal^ 

My converse is harmless^ I*m sure? 
And all you cou*d see,* 
Which betrays I am free. 

Is a look that's a little demure I 



You may think it is strange. 
That I wish not to change. 

And to wear the desirable fetters; 
Those respectable chains. 
Which Marriage ordains. 

And so gracefully set on our betters. 

The truth is, dear Madam, 
Those chains — if you had *em. 
Had proy'd but the plague of your life ^ 
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And much I'm afraid. 
That the geevish OI4 M^i^ 
Had proved but a splenetic ^Vij^* 

To finish my letter t' 
Most surely *tis bettcj 

To go to the grave as we are. 
Than be ioin'd to a matr, 
(Oh deplorable st^te ! ) 

Who privately vishe» one th/eif I 
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TO A GENTLEMAN, 



WHO PKgTENDED TO PITY THt PECULIAE CASE 
OF AK UNFORTUNATE MAN, 



AND AFT^E'Vt'^ARVS BETRAYED lAlH. 

Oh thou ! that cou*d the trembling i^etbh'betray— 
A wand'rer, from Distress, inErrot's way! 
A Wife's distress, arid' helpless Children's cry— ^ 
Indoc'd by these a daiig*it)us path tb' try. 
Thoa ! that coa*dst meditate thy hateful plan. 
And in thy scheme forget thysdf a mahl 
Cou*d see the tears of pure ingenuous shamcj 
Nor mark the gen'rous source from whence they 
came; 
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Deceive a heart, already much oppressed—* 

V 

Oh ! *lwas a deed that Goodness must detest ! 
Justice herself the sacrifice abhors. 
And hates that Treachery shou'd promote her cause; 
Whilst all the Virtues weep around her thronet - 
And bloody Rigour marks thee for her own ! 

If e'er Misfortune bids thine eye o'erflow. 
That eye which weeps not for another's woe ! 
If e*er it tempts thee, hopeless and forlorn, 

1 

To what prosperity may make thee scorn; 
Say — canst thou hope that mercy to obtain. 
Which once Affliction ask'd of thee in vain ?— - 
False man ! tho' Justice seems thy lov'd decide. 
How wou*dst thou tremble shou'd it fall on thee ! 
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EUDOSIA TO EVANDER. 



Thy bosom cold to each endearing claim-— 
Oh thou ! that cou*d to Infamy consign 

A peaceful heart, which never knew the name. 
Till Gratitude and Folly made it. thine ! 

Think not I ask that Justice from thy hand. 
Which injuries like mine must make my due } 

The heart which views the ruin it ha$ plann'd. 
But feebly feels compassipn at the view I 

For thee I've lost — ^what worlds can ne'er supply- 
The gen'rous pride and confidence of Youth ! 



Sweet Innocence upbraids my timid eye. 
And Conscience flies the piercing glance of 
Truth. 



In vain my youthful mind was gcritly fraught 
With all paternal tenderness cou*d teach ! 

With Emulation' firM—alid nobly taught 
To lo\fe the £xcelletit:e it cbu*d'not reach. 

In vain wou*d Freoept diec^the h^sty flight. 
And bright Example all its force impart—^ 

Precept that ^i^ort the language of iJelight, 
Alid mixt with swet^t l^ersuasioii, gain*d the heart. 



In vain Affection— ^(iare — and l^hought cdmbin'd 
To save the Child of Ruin and Despair! 

Kf Love dodsumM the blossoms o/my m'lhd, 
AjiftT'rka^'ry blasted all a scene so fair ! 
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Be just, my sorrows! — No— 'twas not ia vain 
That gentle Precept taught each sacred Truth ; 

For Penitence recalls their pow'r" again. 
And saves that treasure from my blasted youth. 

Oh ! injured Parent ! — hadst thou liv'd to bless. 
Say ! hadst thou still refus'd a laughter's claim? 

She that had died to save thee from distress. 
And she who brought thee to the grave with 
shame ! 



No ! — To thyself alone severely just. 
And form*d by Heaven beneficent and mild. 

Trembling and wan, and prostrate in the dust. 
Thou hadst not spum*d thy miserable child ! 



VOL. II. 
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Say ! if cold Deadi should elose this hapless cjg. 
Which once Evandbr watch*d with tend'resl 
zeal — 

When silence shall that etoqaence txxp^y. 
Which even a heart of adamant must feel. 



Oh ! will he then a mournful tear bestow. 

When o'er the grave shall rise the mouldering 
heap? 

-—Alas ! what friendly tongue shall bid me know. 
That ev*n Evamder has his turn to weep ? 

When the sad Curfew gives its awful toll, 
Say^ will its hollow summons make &ee start } 

Say, will it shake thy agonizing soul. 
And its deep sound be echoed in thy heart ? 



When all the black parade shall slowly move, 
' Thj harrowed soul shall join the weeping throng) 
One sacred tear shall pay thy debt to Love— 
Oh ! save thyself, and thus repair the wrong. 
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ON THS 



DEATH OF Mr. TEMPEST. 



EuGENio's dead ! and Malice now may own, 
A franker, warmer heart, was never known ! 
A firm unshaken friend — and if a foe. 
Still greatly, openly, and nobly so ! 
He scom*d the art of hiding what he thought. 
Sincere and lib'ral, almost to a fault. 
He knew not how hi^ passions to disguise- 
In vain 'twas told him men must stoop to rise. 
To gain the world, or what he dearest priz*d. 
He cou*d not fawn on him his soul despis*d ; 
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And deemed it infamy a friend to shun, 
Tho' poor, neglected, useless, and undone ! 
Tho* hackncy'd in misfortune, never yet 
Pain taught bim patience, or the world deceit.— 
A thousand noble virtues warm'd his breast. 
But Gratitude still glow'd, beyond the rest ! 
That gentle pow*r cou'd ev*n those passions cool. 
Which mock*d restraint, and int'rest cou'd not rule* 
lliat generous flame each selfish thought surpast, . 
And shone with all its. splendour to the last ! 
It conquered all — but Heav*n's supreme decree,. 
And died not, poor Eugenic! — ^but with thee I 
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AN ALLEGORICAL DIALOGUE. 



WRITTEN VERY YOUNG. 



Says Spirit to Fashion, " You make me a bully, 
" To whim and base passion an infamous cully 5 
*' A mere senseless cudgel— *for riots a ptea, 
*' And th' exploits of a thief are now laid upon mc. 

<^ If a Buck breaks your windows, he cannot tell 

** why — 
*' Oh valour prodigious! and knocks out your eye; 
** If you tell an untruth, that*s mischievous and 

" low, 
'^ And kill a brave man for suspecting 'tis so > 
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'' If you dare a great man and yourKing'to abuse, 
" And with scandalous jests your companions 



** amuse; 



'' If you dare a new species of guilt to display — 
** The helpless insult, and the friendless betray ! 
" I still am condemn'd to appear as your plea, 
" And the vilest of actions are laid upon me 3 
*' Whilst all that I teach to step out of the throng, 
" Who dare to be right, tlio' a thousand be wrong, 
" Those few are deem'd cowards, the weak slaves 

'' of conscience, 
*' And here I*m call'd spleen, superstition, and 



** nonsense.*' 
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ON SEEING 



A CELEBRATED ACTOR AT BATH, 



IN THE CHARACTER OF EDGAR. 



Nature and Art, the other day, 
Both most vehemently offended. 

Just met each other on their way. 

And thus with mutual warmth contended : 



"Away!" cried Nature, in a passion, 

" Thou thalt hast thought to be my equal ! 
*' Thy short-liv'd pride, thou child of Fashion, 

r 

'' Is all but folly in the sequel. 
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'• With all thy boasting — all thy glory- 
" And pompous metaphors, so fine, 

'' What is thy long, elaborate story, 
'* To one pathetic glance of mine ? 



** Even in my wildest dishabille, 
*' Without the ornaments of speech, 

" Tliere's oft a nameless beauty stDl, 
" Which all thy magic cannot reach ! 



With cahn, contemptuous, careless glances, 
(Which shcw'd that Nature spoke in vain,) 

Art heard her out — and now advances. 
With cold ineffeblc disdain : — ^ 



'' To all this fiiry, mighty Madam, 

Clear truth's I might oppose in plenty^ 



€t 
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'' From Rea^n sure yoa must hare had 'em, 
'' And one may do^ as well as twenty ! 

'* Canst thou so sood then have forgot, 
" When Edgar ev'ry breast inspired } 

'• When ev*iy fancy Bhar*d his lot, 
•' When ev'ry heart his virtues fir'd ? 

" Honour, which kq>t its steady course^ 
" And *spite of Love preserv'd its claim j 

" And valiant Truth, which spoke the source, 
" The royal source from whence it came ! 



" When DiMOND play*d the generous part, 
" And brought the Hero to our view, 

*' Was there one cold unfeeling heart, 
" That shar'd not then his ardour too } 
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'* Cou'd Reason tlien, that calm detector, 
*' Have said 'twas all a vain delusion — 

" Even thou indignantly hadst check 'd her, 
" And frown*d upon her bold intrusion ! 

'' Then join, my triumph to reveal, 
" Since for the anguish that I borrow. 
Unbidden sighs shall softly steal, 
" And tears shall flow of genuine sorrow." 



€t 



\ The Dame a moment stood confus'd, 
- Then only made them both the greater. 
Whilst her own Poet's* words she us'd, 
Aad said, this "Art itself was Nature." 



Shakcspeaie^ 
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ELEGY, 



TO THE MEMORY OF A BROTHER, 



WHO FELL IN THE SERVICE OF HIS KING AND 

COUNTfiT. 



Each flattering Hope — each anxious wish is o*cr— 
No never, Henrt, shall we see thee more ! 
In conscious Honour — in thy Country^s cause-— 
The busy world is quitted with applause ! 
Honour, that splendid name, that envy'd breath, 
'Tis thine, for ever, in the bed of Death I 
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Buiroh! can splendid names one gleam impart, 
One gleam of comfort to a Sister's heart ? 
One that has known thy virtues and thy truth. 
The native elegance that grac'd thy youth ! 
Those tender feelings, silently possessed. 
Those genVous sentiments which warm'd thy 

breast j ' 
The pity, gratitude, and friendly zeal. 
Which few of those who feign are form*d to feelk 
What matchless candour ! noble and sincere ! 
Not such as faintly speaks thro* servile fear. 
Such as the Christian Faith alone inspires. 
For him who grants the pardon he requires. 
This— this was thine — for ah ! . I knew thee well. 
My conscious heart thy excellence can tell ! 
This heart which now records each moving scene. 
Faints what thou wert— >and what thou mightst 

have been ! 
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How, when thy judgment, polish*d and refin'd^ 
Had claimed its empire o*er a yielding mind. 
Reflecting Pradcnce, with a Guardian's care. 
Had warn'd thy steps from each inviting snare ; 
With Heaven's diviner pow'r, had check*d thj 

course. 
And bade thy virtues shine with double force. 



But oh! thy doom was seardr-»thy lot was cast-** 
That sad &rewell, oh Hevry ! was the last. 
How did thy struggling soul its pangs restrain* 
And feeble Nature claim her part in rain ! 
No hard inhuman heart didst thou conceal. 
But one most exquisitely form'd to feel 5 
And whilst thine air a Stoic &cmnGss shew'd, 
Theoe all the Son,, and all (be Brother glow'd ! 
And many a tender wish and kind j&rewell. 
Thou cou'dst not trust thy trembling lips to tell* 



Ill 

Oh, dearest youth ! methought I saw thee, still 
* 

Expos'd to toils and cares, and ev*ry ill ! •— 
I saw thee, fir'd by danger, still proceed. 
And many a gallant youth around thee bleed. 
And many an honoured vet*ran sink to rest. 
But still my fancy spar'd that valued breast. 
Fate spar'd thee not— but Heayen*s Almighty Pow'r 
Must best ordain th* irrevocaUe hour ! 
And oft it breaks the tender stalk we prize. 
To plant the beauteous blossom in the Skies. 
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TO A GENTLEMAN, 



ON HIS TAKING FROM ME A RIN6> CONTAINING 

A friend's hatr, with whom the 

AUTHOR WENT TO SCHOOL, 



If e'er thy heart confess'd the gentle pow*r 
Of Friendship^ in the sweet domestic hour; 
If e'er thy soul remembrance cou*d awake. 
To prize some trifle for tlie giver's sake ! 
With energy of thought to paint the past. 
With fond regrets, and boding fears oxrcast i 
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Restore^ Aurelius^ thy injurious theA ! . 

Tis all that Friendship has to Mtra left. 

This humble Ring no sparkling gems have grac*d^ 

No costly art, nor elegance of taste: 

Oh then permit these eyes with joy to see 

What Friendship has enrich'd — ^but not to thee ! 

Shou*dst thou, with sullen malice, not thy own. 

Be ^thless and unjust in this alone. 

How wou*d the baib'rous treachery succeed } 

'' Enrich thee not, and make me poor indeed !" 



yoL..n. 
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ro TKB ^VWBOTL OP MM t 



FLATT£&iNG LINES. 



Fain wott*d I coort my \iftBry nutte. 
Some pattkm of my Ma «o pay $ 

Perchance^ the candour may excuse^ 
Which whilom has inspir'd my lay I 

Oh thou ! for whom fair Fancy's hand 

The rosy chaplet shall decreie. 
For whom those precious flow*rs expand. 

Which bloom more faint, perhaps for jne ! 
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Lucius ! 'tis strange thou shoa'dst not please ! 

Such flatt'ring verses who can bear } 
Not she, who tremblings now foresees 

The terrors of a rival there. 



Then how sfadl verse my thanks explain ) 
Since flatt*ry in such lays I view^ 

I see so much to make me vain-^ 
And much to make me modest top ! 



]]6 



TO 



A MISCHIEVOUS LADY. 



Thb generous mind no subtle vengeance knows. 
With peace, with love, with charity it glows : 
The mind from enmity, from malice free. 
Oh Flavia ! once it was assigned to thee ! 

She who can form her dark insiduous 8cheme> 
And follows Hatred to its dire extreme. 
Not thus escapes the arrow of Distrust--* 
Not thus will teach Suspicion to be just; 
For Innocence pursues a gentler way. 
Clear and benignant as the light of day ! 
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No sweet resource in keen Resentment finds. 
But leaves that luxury to unworthy niinds j 
Leaves it to Heaven to make its injuries known, 
Wlio marks the cause of Virtue as its own ! 



Inhuman Flavia ! is thy triumph this. 

To close the period of domestic bliss f 

Is this thy joy^ tliat anguish shou'd be felt. 

Where Peace and Love, and sweet Contentment 

dwelt ?— 
Justice shall teU thee, that injurious breast. 
Which wounds another, ne*er itself shall rest j. 
A thousand pangs shall pierce thee o*er and o*cr. 
When all the charms of Vengeance are no more i 
Then shall thy fancy pftint, with keen concern. 
The fatal hour which never shall return ! 
That hour, which had it seen thee, meek and mild. 
With cooscioQS Virtue— Angels niight have amirdl 
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Thine is the guilt, in Error's path to run. 
And act a thousand crimes to ramish one ! 



Leave then, oh ^se one ! leave thy hateful plan ; 
Let Mercy end what Enmity began. 
If cruel Slander seems to wound thy fkme. 
And injured Virtue feels the blush of shatne. 
Soon shall the genuine current find its course. 
It needs no arts— no vengeance to enforce! 
In Innocence there dwells a native pow*r. 
And Heaven shall give it the triumphant hour : 
But Malice is its foe.-^The wokist defettfce ! 
We shine, even victors, at oUr own expence^ 
And Purity,* which thus its cause shall plead. 
Shall find that Justice is but cold indeed ! 

tut oh 1 if darkness has possess'd thy mind. 
And leaves no spark of tenderness bdiiad^ 
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If all that air of softness is deceit. 
And no kind feelings in thy bosom beat ; 
If Nature form*d.thee all her gifts to fergn. 
And gave thee wit and el^ance in vain ! 
Fame may acquit thee, but a blot shall stay. 
Not all thy vond*rous art can wash away } 
Fame may acquit thee, and thy name restore- 
But never wilt thou find A0ection more ! 
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AN 



ADDRESS TO THE MOON. 



Thou gentle Orb! whose mild benignant lights 
Softens the gloomy empire of the Night, 
As Mercy decks the face of rigid pow*r ! — 
Oh thou ! that ruFst sofl Contemplation's hour. 
Soothing each boistVous passion into rest. 
While Nature glinMners by thy spangled vest 5 
To thee, sweet Moon ! has oft the wretch complain'd. 
And oft the silent tear has been explained. 
Forsaken by the world— ^forbid to die ! 
On thee Affliction turns its mournful eye i^ 
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The heart exhibits all its secret store. 
And many a fatal wound is counted o*er. 
And many an anxious papg reluras again. 
And nuny a soft connexion formed in vain : 
Indulgent Mem'iy yields, with partial care, 
A rich luxuriant banquet for D^pair ! 

♦ 

Thy peaceful, solemn light, even then can charm- 
Despair can sooth, and almost Rage disarm. 
Each generous feeling seems awak'd by thee. 
And the mind springs to nobler objects free ! 
—No practised traitor e*cr consults thy ray. 
His specious varnish needs the blaze of day; 
Thy penetrating light his soul confounds, . 
Opens her depth, and searches all her wounds: 
He seeks in vain the l»:ight delusive dream. 
Nor boasts, with secret pride, his glorious scheme | 
For sacred Truth asserts her injur'd claim. 
And blasts his prospect with eternal shame I 
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—Thy holy heatn, no wretch like this invites. 
But sufF'iing worthy and hopeless Love delightf» 
To thee^ in some remote and gloomy shade. 
The soft effusions of the heart are paid ! 
Or by some chrystal stream, which gently creeps. 
Whilst thy pure image in its bosom sleeps ; 
Then plaintive Philomel resumes her song— • 
She sings not for the rude impetuous throng. 
She sings not for the gay, the proud to hear. 
But softly steals on Contemplation's ear ! 
The sighing swain whom Care has taught to rove. 
Finds in her lay the tender note of Love ; 
He seeks the shade, with slow and languid pace. 
When radiant PhcBbus hides his glowing face; 
Then he bewails his fate and feeds bis pain, 
CondemiKsd, perhaps, to love whole years in vain ! 
Perhaps sotne thoughtless, or dissembling fair. 
Who fann'd his hopes to quench them^ in despair^ 
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Perhaps some fbisnd> with deep insiduous art, 

ObtainM the treasure of his honest heart!— 

How many ills, alas ! may Virtue know, 

A sad and strange variety of woe ! 

But he who suffering, keeps his conscience pure. 

The best may hope, and even the worst endure ! 

He can enjoy the dark and silent hour. 

When conscious Innocence exerts her pow'r !— 

Oh sweet Security ! thy matchless worth. 
Exceeds the transitory joys of Earth | 
And he who yields thee for a short-liy*d bliss. 
Shall find his error in an hour like this ! 
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ON A FAVOURITE SaUIRREL. 



BY DisiXS OF MISS Wi'----'^ 



Thou sweetest creature of thy kmd, 
Complacimt^ gentle, and refin'd ! 
How wou'd thy brethren of the wood, 
Amaz*d aiid motionless have stood, 
To see thee unconcerned and free. 
As when they hop from tree to tree ! 
With envy too they might have pin*d. 
And ev*n sweet Liberty resigned f 
A Squirrel naight have wish'd thy chain> 
So soft a slavery to obtain : 
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Where no caprice or humour dwells, 
A favourite* s happiness excel! s. 
What Harriet priz*d was surely blest. 
For gentle kindness warmM her breast j 
And sure that little life was dear. 
Which now she honours with a tear !-^ 
Oh tender Scug ! alas, no more 
Thy beauties shall be counted o'er; 
Thy dext'rous claws no more shall peal 
The tempting filbert for thy meal. 
Thy coniic airs, thy matchless grace. 
Thy sprightly turns — thy rapid pace. 
No more our wonder shall excite. 
And yield us innocent delight.— 
The worst of all the insect crew. 
The vilest wasp that ever flew^ 
Performed its base malicious part. 
And sent its venom to thy heart. 



A hearty too harmleas and cooteat. 
To know what subtle nquscbief meaat : 
A heart— oh Muse I which datOM thy care* 
For Gratitude dwelt even there* 



While tyrants unlaineiited rot. 
And mighty fay'ritea «re£Nrgot« 
That precious spark thf nacne diall say^ 
And Scug be hononr'd in his fitave* 
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AN EPISTLE, 



TEOM OBOR^E BASKWBLL TO MILLWOOD. 



Thou that didst first my yontibfiil heart betray. 
And draw me from my umoocttce away. 
Whose matchless beauty all my senaes won. 
And by whose -cruelty I'm now undone !-»- 
Think not I write t* insult thy keen distneas, 
A thought so meaa, ao tmdeaerv'd aopfiress ; 
Oh ! that I cou*d persuade thee to controid 
The fierce and restless passions of ^ sonlp 
Teach thee ipfit geode io thjvelf to ise. 
And ahewihatpi^y lonce denied to me ! 
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Tis ne'er too late, sincerely to repent— 
God is not man, who never can relent. 
Man rarely can forgive — his stabbom heart 
From Vice and Prejudice disdains to part j 
Man will revive those errors, and display. 
Which pitying Heaven has deign'd to blot away ! 
Not so his Maker ! — ^He our weakness knows. 
Tho' i^rtal man allows us no repose— 
Tho' Earth denies us here a resting place. 
And Shame and Ruin follows all our race ! 
Tho' doom'd the worst of deaths to suffer too. 
The scorfi and mock af an unfeeling crew; 
If true Bspcataace pierce the conscious breast. 
Still may we hope the contrite tear is ble^ ! 
That mighty Love, which once a Saviour gave^ 
Shall buiy all our sorrows in the grave ! 
Angels shall watch around the iktal tree. 
And even support a wrctch-*Mkc ypu or me,— 
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Oh Mercy, heav'niy fair — Transcendent Love! 
Descend, bright Spirit, from the Reahns Above ! 
Soft messenger of Peace, oh come at last, 
Con)e, if thou canst, and cancel all the pasti 
The past — ah no ! — can that forgiveness meet ?-— 
A murdcr'd ilnde groans beneath my feet ! 
The best of masters I deceiv'd— forsook— 
Ohi Millwood ! there was poison in thy look ! 
I thought my heart its folly had subdued^ 
I felt secure, but when thy face I view'd. 
Thy voice I heard— oh where was Reason's sway } 
Heav'ns ! how my senses were bewitch*d away ! 
My firm resohres were melted by a tear ; 
Why did I stay that syren voice to hear ? 
That artful tale of misery and distress \ 
Was Barnwell's ruin then thy last redress?— 



VOL. XI. 



_ .J 



130 

Was It for hove, a gen'rous love to clautt 

Tiie sacrifice of Hoiiour^ Peace, .^nd Fame ? 

I should have flown thy fascinating art^^ 

For ever should have torn thee !&om my heart! 

How cou*d I listen to the dure refjuest ? 

What ! Mulder— rtnurder him who lov*d me best } 

— Oh, Homicide 1 ino^ dreadful to be thcught ! 

* 

How vainly by his life and maaums taught f 
I hear his parting groan — ^I see him bleed 1 
I hear him bless the wretch ^ho did the deed 1*— 
*' Protect my Nephew *'-^afidon too* he cried^-* 
*' Pardon ;ny i&{»Wf<tew !*'— r-And then he died. 
— Oh, injured shade ! the gen'roas pra/r wtracl;. 
It was thy Jl^ie^e>w did itb^ herb'rous acti 
It was the m^ ^qu lov*d^-7att fnostxauiesc'd*-^ 
Yes — *jt.was the h»Bd yw^ iiad so pften press'd. 
Inspired by all the savage host of hell, 
'Twas MT accursed hand ^ which you ffH ! 
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Oh cou*dst thou doubt my lave, inhuman fair, 
A love whicli led to madness and despair ? 
Didst thou not see it in my atroggling soul, 

m 

A love beyond description and ccmtnml > 

A love that conquer'd ev'ry virtuons tie. 

And thou ! oh senseless creature ! cou*dst deny. 

But ah! those doubts thy treachVous bosom feign*d# 

There int*rest, pride, and faklxxxl only reigned !^^ 

Ev'n in that moment, when my soul was rent. 

And dreadful silence spoke the sad event; 

Then coQ*dst thou mock me> whilst I speechless 

stood. 
And see these hands embrued in kindred blood : 
Then couMst thou, Millwood, ev'n to death decree 
Tlie wretch, whose €sital crime was love of thee I 
Thou oughtat have spafd him, tho* a. monster 

grown. 
And black with crimes prodigious, like tby own. 
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In some deep shade^ from cv'ry eye secure. 
Deep as his anguish^ as his guilt obscure^ 
To heartfelt woes and keen remorse a prey. 
Unceasing tears might wash bis guilt away. 
— Ah ! richer blood must wash that horrid stain^ 
The tears of penitence might flow in vain ! — 
Whene'er my fancy, with its magic pow*r, , 
Paints all the terrors of the midnight hour. 
My soul congeals ! my tears refuse their aid ! 
There, Millwood ! see that venerable shade !— » 
Thou knew'st him not — that excellence divine; 
And what is all thy guilt, compared with mine? 

Come, ling'ring Justice! here thy stroke shou'd fall! 
And thou, false Millwood ! I forgive thee all ! 
Shall keen resentment share my tortur*d sod. 
When shame and grief^ and anguish claim the 
whole ? 
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Oh, I forgive thee — ^perjur'd, false, and fair S 
Maty deep contrition now be all thy care : 
Still I implore thee, once sincere to be j . 
Kneel for thyself at least, if not for me !— * 
If Heaven can yet find mercy to allow. 
Which saw my crimes, and views my anguish now^ 
Even in that awful hour, when Death appears. 
And the soul trembles with tumultuous fears. 
For thee a prayer my falt'ring lips stall form. 
And who can say what Mercy may perform ? 

Oh, Pow*r Divine t resplendent as (hou art ! 

Wilt thou not penetrate this bleeding heart? 

Oh Thou ! whom Heaven, in vain, to mah wou'd 

teach- 
Say, have I sinn'd indeed beyond thy reach ? 
Oh thou, most Holy— most benignant Guest, I 
To doubt thee were a sin beytnd the rest.— 
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Eedetmiog Love ! there's xnnsic in that name^ 
£v*n in the hour of death, of guiltj and shame! 
£v*n in that hour, which Justice- shaU decree. 
That awful hour, my soul shall lean on theb ! 
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SIR ELDRJED. 



▲ BAI^LAD. 



Adobn'd with many a pleasing art. 
And deck'd with graceful air. 

Sir Eldned won. each female hearty 
And reign'd in triami^ there! 

With native elegancy endow*d>. 

And eye of matchless pow'r, 
He charmed the gentle and the i»'oud. 

And cheer'd the i^ial hovtr : 
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But sorrow in bis inmost soul 
Had &i*d its ebon tbrone, 

Aaotber's grief be cou*d controuT^ 
But ne'er forgot bis own* 

His treasur*d bope to ^m'ding Art, 
To Falshood was consign'd. 

It perish*d tbere> and left bis beart 
A sbatter*d wreck bebind ! 



Tbe world, witb dark and doubtful eye. 
His conscious soul survey'd. 

And view'd a gloomy prospect nigb^ 
By Fancy deeper made* 

And Mem*ry spoke of various wrongs 
To blast bis eafly youtb^ 
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Of Envy and malignant tongues. 
Which feign'd the zeal of Truth. 

But still his bold aspiring thought. 
Of gen'rous deeds cou'd tell. 

If kind success the means had wrought. 
For action to excel. 



And many a bold and venf rous flight. 

His ardent mind wou*d soar, 
Tho* Hope; alas ! with food delight, 

Adom*d tiie scen^ no more I 

« I 

Despairing, wretched, and forlorn— 

He viewed the scene aghast. 
And tum*d fronpt. faithless smiles in scorn^ 

To seek repose at l^t I 
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Some lonely cot, where Pity's voioer 
Might ne'er his peace molest. 

Nor Friendship blame the savage choice. 
Which soothM his tortar*d breast.-— 



Tis thus the wonnded stag retires 
To seek some desart spot. 

Where Sorrow silently retires. 
And Pity finds it not !— 

With gloomy joy. Sir Eldred took 

His sad and dismal road. 
Nor cast one longing, ling*ring look 

At Pleasure's gay abode.-— 

A suUen spot, at last he foandy 
To suit his fancy well. 



A forest dark was spread around^ 
Where savage wolves might dwell : 

And rugged moontains wildly rose> 
Where frantic Grief might climb> 

And see the distant light that glowa 
At midnight's awful time : 

Or view the threatening storm afar. 
That's fraught for Danger's hour > 

Or watch tiie softer ev'ning star. 
That speaks of Mercy's powV ! 

One eve he wander'd o'er the heath. 

In tangled paths unknown. 
Nor marked the tempest's kindled breatb> 

Nor thunder's iearfiil groan. 
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At lengthy by dire approach of night, 

« 
The fading scene withdrew. 

And dark Confusion o*er the sight 

Her dusky mantJe threw* 

Sir Eldrep wandered— wandered s{Hl^ 
While thunder spoke dismay. 

And lightnings quivered o*er the hill. 
Which f(»rm*d his gloopiy way : 

And grim and hollow voices seem^cl 

To echo from the wood. 
When lo ! a friendly taper beam*d. 

Where near a shelter stx)od» 



Acro^ he wentj with trembling feet 
Sir Eldrbo naark*d it» ray. 
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And soon he saw the calm retreat. 
Where dwelt a Hermit grey, 

" Approach, my Son/' the aged sire. 

With gentle words address'd. 
And kindly by a cheerful fire 

Receiv'd his hapless guest. 

But Misery on his pallid face. 
The Hermit's eye cou'd view. 

And Wisdom, which its pow'r cou'd trace, 
Discem'd the medicine too ! 



'' Ah, think not on thy heart alone 
" That Sorrow's pow'r has dwelt, 

*' For deeper anguish have I known 
<' Than surely thine has felt ! 
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^' In early yoath, ^e tend'rest lo^e 
" My ardent soul possess*d^ 

'' And all that excellence can prove 
** Adorned my Emma's breast : 
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And smiling friends and blooming youths 
'^ EnrichM our. humble store; 
We plighted an eternal truth, 
'' To part — and meet no more ! 



'' For Duty call*d me fiom the spot, 
'' The pride of martial fame! 

" In yain, alas ! — ^A captive's lot 
" EnroU'd my wretched name ! 
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And many % sad and dreary hoar> 
" And many a month I pass*d; 
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** Sweet Freedom tiien restor'd its powV, 
And Hope revived at last. 
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*^ With joy, with xaptune— with despair, 

" My native land I 'spy'd ; 
^' But oh! in vaia^ I wandered there 

" To seek my proqais'd bride. ^ 

" No soothing vestige now was left, 
*' Where once my treasure lay ; 

*' Of parents— 4neads> my bve bereft, 
** Had wandered idx away ! 



"Distracted^ iugitiv^^ ^^rloro, 

'' My dismal course I took, 
** Even silent £v*nh3g seem'd to mouro, 

** And wear Compassion's look. 
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^' A 6acred refuge for the dead 

" For shelter sad I chose, 
*' And wish'd the drearj hours were fled. 
To bring my last repose. 
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** O'er a cold stone the moon-light ray, 
" With feeble lustre came 5 
Can words*— faint words, my grief display. 
To see my Emma*s name? 
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" Ah spare me ! — spare me, gentle youth— * 
" Tho* years are gone and past) 

" Twas only pure immortal Truth 
'' Which calm'd my soul at last ! 
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Retiring from the dreadful scene, - 
^* And torn with hopeless grief. 
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'^ I sought Religion*3 powV serene^ 
** And found the blest reiief. 



^' And oft> when rinng from the storm, 
" The skies arc bright and fair, 
Methmks I view my Emma's form. 
Which tells me*biis8 is there i . 
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"" Calm is my hgpe in midnight hoar^ 

'^ But softer rest I know^ 
*' When HearenvUows my feeUe pow'r 

? To sooth the breast of Woe. 



'' For thee, my Son, in Virtue's cause 
Bxert thy gen'rous pow'rs ; 
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To Youth she gives her active laws— 
" Ta Age her peaceful hours. 
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*' Even Nature's aspect to the eje 
** To noblest Troths may lead« ' 

'' The blackest storm yet clears the sky, 
** And brighter days sucicQBd V* 

From £j;.DaBi>*8 oye the tremUiDg tear 

Of kind eax>doQ fell-*> 
He thank'd the Sage, with heart sincere. 

And bade a kind farew^l. 



Fair Sympathy, with gentle loief^ 
From Sorrow's empire 6Cdi^*-> 

Oratefiil he saw the sky serene. 
And Hope xefreaii'd his soul. 
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OWL AND THE MAGPIES. 



A FABLB. 



The charms of Wisdom and of Truths 
But rarely warm the breast of Youth ', 
Yetf sometimes from unIook*d-fbr things^ 
Conviction with her ardour springs^ 
And strikes a beam throughout the soul^ 
Which Folly dares xiot to controul. 

An Owl there was> of homdy mien^ 
Who rarely in the world was seen. 
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And deep in barn pursued her labours. 
Regardless of her joyful neighbours. 
The sprightly Magpie and the Jay, 
Who hopp'd about the live-long day. 
And oft the glassy stream wou'd seek. 
To see their feathers^ fair and sleek. 
With airs of triumph and disdain, 
(As magpies will be.pert and vain) 
Wou*d sometimes chatter, aye ! and peep— - 
And wake poor Mai^'ry from her sleep : 
With wond*rous art, and conscious pride. 
They got a troop of birds beside ; 
And even wou*d sing their vile lampbcm 
To ev'ry harsh and vulgar tune ! 
With patience calm she bore their malice. 
And priz*d her bam, as *twere a palace ! 
—At length, a dreadful host of foes. 
No art of magpie cau*d oppose^ 
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By strange mishap^ their force collected. 
And here their horrid flight directed. — 
The Hawk — and ev'n the Eagle too. 
Supplied with talons to subdue. 
And beaks of most alarming force, 
(Sailing tremendous in their course) 
Were seen — ^with Kite and Vulture rare> 
To darken all the conscious, air.— > 
Th' approaching ill a terror spread, 
Enough to strike the magpies dead : 
Their hov*ring plumea, and looks aghast> 
Declaf'd the vengeance come at last ! 
What cou'd they do ? or where retreat I 
So fierce a foe they cou*d not meet : 
£y*n tho* they found a shelt*ring spot» 
Still might they famish, quite forgot ! 
And ruin ey*ry where wou*d And 'em, . 
Twas here, and there— -before, behind *em I— 
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Compassion for their hapless plight. 

Now brought the gen'rous Owl in sight : 

" Fear not/* she cried, '' I don't dissemble-*^ 

Behold my barn^ and there assemble ; 

There safe, and guarded from the foe, 
•' The use of wisdom may you know : 
'' The hoarded grain I sav'd by art, 
*' Is yours, my friends, with all my heart ! 
" Till safer times 'twill ease your trouble, 
" And prudent care may make it doable. 
'' But now, I hope, you'll make excuses^ 
*' And own that Owls have still their uses 1 
How aukwardly the culprits star'd. 
No skilful muse has yet declar'd,-^ 
Superior digmty belongs 
To those who dare to pardon wrongs !-*^ 
While praise attends the Owl's endeavour^ 
The Magpies now are dumb for ever I 



»» 



1^1 



THE MERCHANT. 



A BALLAD* 



Oh thpu I lov*d> when wealth possessing ! 

Now lost beneath the raging sea^^ 
In humble poveily^ distressing, 

I bid a last farewell to thee ! 



My gentlest hope for erer vanished, 
Mj lovelf Maid, I leave thee free ! 

Nor think a wretch, forlorn and banish'd, 
Wqu'd bring his n^iseriefl on thee* 
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If e*er tlie mournful news shou'd meet thce> 
That Death my wish'd-for lot may be> 

Let but one tear— I now intreat thee— 
One precious tear be shed for ine ! 



JLNSWBR, 

And dost thou think TU ever leave thce> 
Since dismal now thy lot may be ?— 

The heart that pever wou d deceive me. 
That heart is ever pnz*d by me ! 

If banished to some lowly dwdlii^> 

Which Pomp and Wealth may never sec> 

A thousand charms I'd find excelling, 
Enrich'd by virtuous Love and thee ! 

And whilst thy noble heart was strivings . 
Each comfort to obtaia for me> 
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With rival caies, Vd be contriviDg 
To deck the passing hours for thee ! 

Not Winter, •with his tempest howling, 
Tho* keen his bitter firost may be ! 

Nor wolves, in dreary forest growling, 
Shou'd make, my love, a change in me! 

Bat oh ! in siclcness shou'dst thou languish. 
And Death, alas! thy lot shou*d be — 

I'd hide my bitter*-bitter anguish. 
Even then, my love> to coKnfort thee ! 
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TO THB MEMORY OP 



THE REV. WILLIAM JONES, 



OF OC&HAM. 



Whilst fond AiFection prompts the ^dent tear. 
And faithful Friendship mourns o*er Jones's bier. 
Fain wou'd the Muse her humble lays impart- 
Cold from the head, but fervent from the heart : 
For many an hour, alas! by Fancy trac'd. 
By Sense and Worth, and social Kindness grac*d. 
Of pleasing Converse, and of calm Delight, 
No AT takes— for ever takes its dismal flight I 
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—Where once he came, by gentle Kindness led. 
Now is he numbered with the silent Dead ! 
Yet just Remembrance still shall mark the spot. 
Too much distinguished to be soon forgot ! 
£y'n when Devotion takes its solemn way. 
And pays its ho^iage on the hallowM day, 
" One human tear shall drop, and be forgiven," 
Whilst Patience humbly yields a Friend to Heaven. 

Tho' Time full many a day its cqprse has kept. 
And she who writes, her own sad woes has wept. 
Still JoNEs*s mem*ry, to his Widow's heart 
A precious tender sadness shall iiDpart 5 
His virtues still sliall^ claim its fondept care^ 
And dwell, with deeper tints, unfading there ! 
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TO MY SISTER P--- 

ON HBR BI&TH-pAT, 



WITH THB FEINT OF. A FEMALB FIGUKB, 
SUPPORTING A YOUNG LAMB. 



Of fair Benevolence divine 

An humble emblem see I 
This day, which Heaven allows to shine^ 

I send the gift to thee. 
— -Tis thine to copy— and improye 
This artless image of benignant Love ! 
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ELLINOR. 



A BALLAD. 



Whilb the wind it blew cold on her desolate hrcaat. 

On a bank the poor Ellimob laid« 
And the clouds which roll*d blacky to a heart sd 
oppresty 

No tumults of tenor convey'd ! 

«. 

Blow^Tempest! she cry*d-«-tho' tremendous thou art. 

No more will this bosom repine. 
For the treach*ry that cleaves to my sorrowful heart 

Has a bres^th that is sharper than tiune ! 
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The moon*beam that trembles^ and breaks thro* •' 
the sky. 

Seems kindly to pity my grief 5 
But far from Compasuon my sorrows wou*d fly. 

For it never can bring them relief ! 

What smile can it bring me so tender, so kind. 

As that which my confidence won ? — 
Nor e'er would I grieve the compassionate miod. 

To tell them my hopes are undone, 
^woold heighten my anguish-^ my pangs, to 
complain— 

The name I have lov*d to combine 
With all that is false, and deceitful and vain— « 

What comfort, alas ! wou'dbemine? 



No angei>-Hio vebgeaooe^-A name thdl expoae. 
That was once to my fyocj so 4ear, 



159 

When Heaven in Mercy shall grant me repose. 
He may find me insensible here ! 

Nor now do I envy the child of Deceit, 
Though my credulous truth he despise ; 

Yet dark is the shadow his fancy shall meet. 
When he hears that hb Ellin oh dies !— 



I wish not a sorrow that's keen and severe^ 

But such as Repentance may be, 
For the pardon I grant him, I feel is ainc cge « 

And Heaven will grant it to me I 

Blow Tempest, she cried, tho' tremend<»ii yna tave. 

My bosom the whirlwitid can bear. 
For green is the verdure that grows on my grave. 

And I know that a shdte is there. 
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THE WANDERER. 



A 6BKT1MBNTAL BALLAD. 



With heavy clouds rolPd on the nighty 
And all was hush*d and still ! 

When lost Lavimia took her flighty 
And climb*d the nei^'ring hil). 

Unheeded was the dreary gloom> 

For Love and deep despair 
Had seized her heart-^nor left it room 

For fears to h2u:boiiir theie.«— 



« Oh sable night ! '* she fladly cried^ 

** Methinks^ thy shades I see 
^' All readjj like the grave^ to hide 

** My siledt griefi and me ! 

^ The breeze which faintly monnuis round* 

" My Dirge may whisper here i 
«' Tho* Pity ne*er shall hear the sound. 
Nor drop her angel tear. 
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^* No f eign*d cqprets these eyes shall see. 
No flattery sooth my breast ; 
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^' Cold Death my partner soon shall be, 
'' And g^ve my sorrows rest !*' 



Pale from the thicket from afar. 
There shone a glinua*xing lights 
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Which ttcm*d, like Bome beoigpant star^ 
To set the Wandfiw right 

Whilst one fiint ipark of Nature borosi 

For safety still w6 sigh ; 
AiWI ev«n eafaansftrf Sorrow turoa 

Its meek anddkaokfol cjef 

Latxnia, with a faltftiog prayar^ 

Beheld the beaming spot. 
And soon she xeach'<iU with tremhUng oase^ 

A lonely, vfdobed oot ! 

A wretched cot> iodeod^ waa-tliii^ 

And spoke the inmate poor. 
And lordly graodsiir wsl might misa . 

The shattai'd^lwDbfeikKr.^ 



AdmittaoteJiBf ^u- ie bound t&' yit&i^^ 
One touch--4f open flew ! 

And scarce a tatter'd couch conceard 
A Wdt^ked fbtmi feoiXk view; 



Twas fedble Age, by^ Siek^eM (KA«»*d« 

Yet patient and sftreae ^ 
The gay— the heedless— and the proud 

Mighf «tw tessp&ct the sbefie. 



Had wrote her iHslorjr deafr * 
A heav'nly ray embellished all-« 
For Virtue hftsgmsh'd ho» i 

^ And wherefilM^t^hv my Wsffid^fig dSiA^ 
' And whereic^ art iimiixmei 
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' Thy look with uuaery, sure, is wUd, 
' And asks a friendly home ! 



' Oh ! cou*d I prove a fost*ring friend I 
' But Heaven ordains it right— 

* And even this homely cot may give 
' A shelter for the night 

' Some fiagments I300 may still be foond, 

'Tho*poor, alas! they be— 
' lis better, still, than earth's cold gfonnd, 

« Tho* sure unfit fiar thee t' 



The feelings of a grateful heart 
In vain for utt'rance seek. 

And silent tears and sobs impart. 
What Nature cannot ^speak ! 
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Latinia ! 'twas a precious hour ! 

Tbj anguish to console; 
And oh> let soft Compassion's power 

Revive thy fainting soul I 



ff 



tt 



Oh dearest — ^kindest— gentlest Dame ! 
(With broken words she said) 
Grant me— oh grant a Daughter's claim 
" To share thj humble shed ! 



** With filial, fond domestic care> 
" M7 youthful hours I'll give— 

" Thy counsel sweet, thy pious pray'r, 
" May teach a wretch to live, 

^* And blest shall prove my toilsome hour^ 
'' And light shall be my bt^ 



m 

*' If aught in popr Latiih Vs poirV 
«« Can cheer thy ^diimal $oW*' 

A smile benignant o*er the jEsuce 

Of faded sickness play'd— 
' And canst thou in this niQunifiil place 

' Devote tby fne»ily .aid } 

* And canst tb<m «ee^ AbcIumi^ Age, 

• Which feels neglect severe ? 

* And ev'n 1;^ j^sdess pang assu^ge^ 

' When DB9th sbafl bpver near i^ 



' Then oh, a 9QOtU9g ai«el tfweU f 

" I take thy offers free \ 
• AqA li^y*n> my ^iM, yfh^ lo^es thfie weV/ 

' Will goard tbj ?^ps an4 tbet I' 
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EPITAPH 



ov 



THE REV. WILLIAM JACKSON. 



Spirit benign ! accept a long adieu ! 
The Muse oi Harmony laments thee too : 
Inly she mourns^ and o*cr her downy wuigs 
The saUe robe of gloomy Sorrow fiings.— 
Ohy awful Christchurch ! whUe the Muse shall shed 

ft 

Her silver beams o'er thy majestic head. 
In Mem*ry*s eye, for ever priz'd and dear^ 
The placid form of Jacksom shall appear I 
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StiU mild and courteous^ gentle and serene^ 
His soothing Friendship shaU enrich the scenev 
When sacred Duty daim'd his noblest pow'rs^ 
He gave to Heaven (as dae) those solemn houn^ 
And pare Religion, in its blest abode,^ 
Inspired his look« and in^s accents glow*d. 
The poor, the old — ^the feeble and distress*d,. 
May say,, if Charity iospir'd his breast t 
To grace his mem'ry shall their tears be giv*n> 
Whilst Hope,, cplighten'd^ lifts its eye to HeaK'ft. 
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Oir THE DEATH OF 



CAPTAIN GEORGE YOUNG, 

OF MILE-BND OREBK* 



Mat, IQ09. 



Os/'wotibf Friend! to Truth, to Kmdred dear I 
From f^ Respect thy mem'jy claims a tear ; 
While solemn Fancy, with her soothing powY> 
Selects a treasure from thy dying hour.— ^ 
How blest is he, who thus, when Life is past, 
Fmds in Eternity his home at last t 
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Where waves tumultuous never more shall rise. 
Nor tempests reach his harbour in the skies !— r 
From those bright Realms of Happiness Above, 
There shines a gleam to sooth ev'a vxdow'd Love ; 
To cheer the filial heart, which (koops opprest. 
And bid fraternal Sorrow fS^Hy rest ; 
For oh ! like ^^mug's ottldestj gentlest ulj. 
His virtuous spirit glided soft sway I 

w 

And Death's dark shade^ illom' ii with comfort, stole 
With meek acceptance on his conscious soul.-^ 
Its gloomy vale, resign*d^ the Christian trod. 
To meet in Heav^ U^ S^vrntrn and his Qo9# 
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ENIGMA. 



iMMtTR'D ia walls of wOBd'foiMi strer^ii/ 
Which scarcely yi^d to Tiaae ^ lengthy 
A glorious empire £j*m I hold^ 
Of valae far more rich 4^ao ^Id I 
And yet, tho* bom to rtde the rest. 
Oft by lay sabjects Vm x^rest ; 
And wben «op)e rebd m^l^s intrusipo^ 
I'm still the first to feel ooofa^oa* 
I'm sometimes hdd-«*-*9Qd yet sq tender, 
£y'n to a blow I oft surrender ! 
For weapons sh^ I dread th* oocask^y 
And most my te^or is liE^a^QBv 
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Great as I am, ^hlch all most own. 
Still Industry must share mj throne ; 
And, strange to tell — vay constant labours 
Are needful to support my neighbours* 
Philosophers have highly plac*d me. 
Yet sometimes have their works disgrac'd me. 
Whene'er to Indolence I yield. 
Some foe is sure to takfe the field. 
What care and dignky I claim- 
Go ask of Virtue, and of Fame J 



AKOTBZR. 

Strangb are my pow'rs-^tho* sudi my mien,- 
In calm retreats Tm chiefly seenj 
Priz*d am I much in each profession. 
And still the first to take possession : 
Sometimes I help the kitten*8 sports. 
And sometimes make a dash in courti. 
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My touch (a wonder I unfiald) 

Has turn*d the meanest scraps to gold I 

And ev'n a terror can impart. 

To damit the bravest soldier's heart. 

A weapon fierce I sometimes proye. 

And sometinoes speed the darts of Love. 

When guided by the good and wise^ 

To noblest eminence I rise. 

There's nothing—this Td have you know** 

Can soar so high, or sink so low* 

I*m priz'd and valued in the schools*- 

A trifle, when I dwell with £gpk } 

And worse, when subtle knaves employ me, 

*Twere then a lortue to destroy me ! 

For ev*n when mended, I confess, 

lis sometimes only to transgress.-*— 

Reader, I'm your's-^you'll soon desciy me. 

But twice reflect before you tiy me. 
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Bt Science fonrfdr*-b7 Heaven designed 

To sooth the troubles of mankintt. 

Where Wisdonr dwcllis, with aSr serene. 

Oar sobo: aspect majr foe seen t 

Tho' Ignorance sbtiUir, and'^ltoat&niaf sconi os;^ 

We want no jeweb to adorn us^ ; 

Like Trath, a brighter besau Attends- vu^ 

Than alT the pomp* of ©randeor Itffldt nsi 

The silent, solitary T6cfm, 

We cheer, wftfr alP it» dfatttial gloom ! 

With generous cdre we sootfi the Ibt^ 

Whether in pateoe* tfr io^ cot J 

And dear the dUf^ and' ^tadoas vrsif; 

Where blund'ring mortds-oft wotf'dF itftff^ 

The mists ofEtmftfyhdSbrt us,. 

And Trath dbes'sffl iSinp^Jbat aiotc^utt 
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Yd, rrSid and fntn^ as we are» 
We're held as bagbears bj the fisdri 
Like GorgoDs head^ when Beauty spies xj$, 
Ofi with impeCooua speed it ffies us. 

— ^op, step rfdi Maid ! fbr Time as sm&. 
Shall shew the valtie of the gift. 
When tears shall dim those radiant eyes. 
And Evening veils these Suneimer skies. 
Ah know ! when darker days succeed. 
Our fnendship shall be priz'd indeed ! 



ANOTHBE* 



8afb in my care the brightest Nymph may rest, 
Immnr*d in wallflt^ no Beau shall dare molest | 
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CheckM tho' he be, ccmcem her fate shall xnor^ 
Kinder than Friendship, and more pure than 

Love. 
No visitor on earth, diat noan can see. 
E'er taught, instructed, or reclaimed like me ! 
Strange, what I spoils is oft what most I mend-^ ^ 
Stem as a foe^ but faithful as a friend. 
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ON THE BIRTH-DAT 

OF A VALUED FfitENO. 



Decbmber 28j 1801. 



When pious Gratitade recounts its store. 

From' Sorrow's gloom and dark Deception free, 
Witii meek submission, humbly to adore. 
Oh gentle Clara, will I think on thee ! 
Thj courteous image, now methinks I see. 
Cheerful as Goodness— gentle and serene. 
It claims no preference, yet adorns the scene !— • 
'TIS form'd each ruthless passion to reprove. 
And suits ^e season of celestial Love. 

VOL. II. V 



f7S 



LINES 

ON A FATMOTIC 80M6 BT LADY TUITB. 



No more let haughty Gallta boast, 

(Surrounded by a num'rous liost)t 

With triumph to isradQ our coast. 

And Britons to subdue ! 



We know that Fema*i wsta'x&M hand 
A few bravf Grockt eoi»'ct oDoe withfltao4» 
And Fatp^* ev'nww, reveres the land 
Where ooee their la^iets frev« 

Tq He2«y<eu BfttaQoi* tmali her mudL V 
Aqd wi^ile her Oaittghtoni noUy unte. 
More noWy stitther sooa may fght^-» 
May fight— and conquer too ! 
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A BALLAD. 



K< 



Oh tempt me not ! kind sir, I pray, 
<' To that my sonows must deny \ 
'' Tis fit I take my lonely way-** 
" Tis fit a Penitent shou*d die i" 



' Oh lovely Maid ! the night will come, 
' Aod loud Ibe tempest soon may be: 

' My cottage v&f^ supplies a home 
* To shdtor all thy woes--apd thee.' 

^' Alas ! I never more must dare 
** Confide in man,'* the wand'rer said—- 

^* There is a bank of thistles there 
** Most prove a pillow for my head. 
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" The whirlwind rushing o'er the plain, 
'' Now suits my heartfelt sorrows best. 

" fiut still— -there glimmers in my brain-— 
*' A thought^-that Lauba once was blest ! 



" A parent once^ with tend'rest care, 
<' Would scarce the gentlest winds allow; 

'' That time is past — and storms severe, 
'^ And lodging cold becomes me now !'* 

' Farewell ! poor Damsel ! since we part, 
' And ev*ry hope I must resign $ 

' Thci grief which thus has chiird thy heait, 
' I fear too much has 8often*d mine i 
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EPITAPH. 



How poor is Grandeur, and how vain is Power, 
\^'llen awful Deatli invades die dismal hour ! 
The Miser's key must tlien resign its trust. 
And Pleasure*s garland withers in the dust ! 
Bat Evergreens there are, of lasting bloom. 
Which ev'n shall grace the dark funereal gloom : 
Ev'n round the silent tomb they glow divine. 
And T** ***♦**, their shade shall honour thine. 

< 

There gentle Charity shall rear her balm. 
Beneath Devotion's ever-sacred palrn^ 
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And Friendship too, shall plant her myrtles sweet. 
Which yield their fragrance in the calm retreat. 
No verse there needs— >the artless rustic's tear 
May say^ he once was friendly— once sincere ! 
And whilst he bow'd beneath Affliction's rod. 
He prized his Satxovx, and ador'd his God. 
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TO CLODIUS. 



*' Worth makes the man^** as Vofc 2>as sald^ 
And ail things else miuit quickly fade. 
The mind neglcMirted^ or dis£i'ac*d. 
Win soon become a desart waste. 
And weeds and briars wtti take tfaeir root. 
Where fair and useful plants miglit shoot | 
Even Adders — Serpents there may dwell, 
And turn the fairest spot to Hell. 
Then oh beware !— In early yoath 
Accept the genile cares of Truth \ 
Pleasure-— or Vanity— or Art, 
May make pretensions to the heart. 
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A ;id Indolence, in rosy bow'rs. 

May claim tby fleeting precious hoars ; 

But oh ! the draught her hand conveys 

May prove a poison all thy days ! 

Regardless of the povir*r of Time, 

Tby raind may wither in its prime ; 

Thy faculties, so bright and gxff 

Which Heaven bestow*d> may shrink away ; 

At least, full many a toilsome hour 

Must bring them to their native pow*r. 

Then oh ! their energy employ> 

And leave the future — to enjoy ! 

A future, glorious and divine. 

Beyond these regions, may be thine! 

And know, the precious culture given 

May bring their fruits to bloom in Heaves. 
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THE COTTAGER. 



A BALLAD. 



*' Wu££B 18 my. Son ?— he's lost at last-— 

(A frantic mother cries) 
*' That dang*rous wood he never pass'd— 

** I fear my Henky dies. 
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The thunder roars — the lightning's glare ! 
" Ah who can— who can tell- 
But Heaven^ perhaps^ has heard his pray*r^ 
'' And soothed his last farewell V 



led 

Swift from the cot, a beauteous maid 

In all the tempest flew. 
Nor e*er one timid fear dismay*d 

A heart so firm and true ! 



And swifdj o'e^tbe dreary waste. 
Which clear the lightning sliew*d. 

And o*er the narrow plank in haste^ 
She took her fearless road : 



Nor fltopp'd she for the nigged hiU, 
Nor mark'd the irtuoroe briar. 

For sharper were the terrors still 
Affection did inspire ! 

An eager look around she tbrew-^ 
Ah me !«F^d groan she heard ! 
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The Toice^ alas^ too well she knew— 
Poor Hbnby's foHB appear'd ! 

Fainting and cold^^for Death wai near— 

His languid figure lay : 
Those that can find Compassion's tear 

Shou'd first to Anna paj. 



" Awake," she cries, "thy true love calls*^ 

" The wretched Anna see ! 
^' Ah, shou'dst thou &, the tear that falls 

" Will ne'er be view'd by nae I" 

With fervent hastej and Heav'n her guide. 
The ncighb'ring spring she sought. 

And trembling, to his lips applied 
The cordial draught she brought } 
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And Mercy blessed its gentle pow% 
With pulse of life rcnew'd j 

And on his cheek the faded flow'r 
Enraptured Anna view'd ! 



€< 
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Oh, joyful sight ! my love is sav'd ! 
" Kind Heaven accept my praise ! 
This mercy on my soul engrav'd 
*' Shall gild my future days/' 



' Fair Anna ! 'tis thy form I know I 
* Thy voice again I hear ! 

* A ruffian dealt the fatal blow, 
' And bade me perish here I 

' But Mercy sent an Angel too, 
' I feel this blessed hour j 
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^ Ohj cou'd an anxious Mother's vieir 
' Complete its sov'reign pow*r !* 

Sweet was the cordia]> dear embrace ! 

Ah ! what can wealth bestow ? 
Ah^ what can pomp^ can fancy trace^ 

So like to Heaven below ? 



Tho* still a feeble course they kept. 
The lovers found their way. 

And oft with joy fair Anna wept. 
But still the walk was gay* 

And oh ! at last the ruddy mom 
Had streak'd the golden sky; 

They reach'd the mother's cot forlorn. 
They met her sparkling eye. 
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His cberish'd laurels withVing there^ 
Which Hope once planted bright and fair !- 
Oh ! cou'd be view the pangs of strife. 
The Mis'ries which envenom life^ 
The pallid hue of dire Disease, 
When pomp and riches fail to please. 
And Friendship, with its softest care. 
Can scarcdy find a welcome there. 
— Oh, were the sad misfortunes known^ 
Which ev'n in palaces may groan-— 
The fire which bums the maniac's brain. 
The silent tear that flows in vain ! 
And Heaven's own wisdom shall explain : 
Then wou*d the tasteless hour of rest 
Be precious to the conscious breast ; 
And Gratitude wou'd disck the' scene 
With fair Content's bright Evergreen ! 
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EPITAPH. 



Faxs ExceUence ! lamented, lov*d, rever* 
By ev'ry claim and ev'iy wish endear*d ! 
O'er thy dear mem'ry Fancy's pow'r shall dwell. 
Thy cares maternal, and thy fond farewell. 
Thy pious counsel, thy example bright. 
Thy. pleasing form and smiles of soft delight. 
Thy melting kindness for the child of woe- 
Still in the conscious heart their chann shall glow* 
-—Oh, richlnheritanoe!— Oh more than fame! 
Xhan wealth or titles—are thy virtues claim. 
To 4ee a Mother's praise un&ding bloom, 
And-Hope Immortal flourish on her tomb ! 

Tplu It. o 
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AN EPISTLB 



BEOlt 



LO^NZO TO ALTAMONT. 



Oh! spttft not« Axir*M0wrl tii^tBcach>oiitpcii«r'i» 
Must never m«» btfirife my piwAma liwif^l 
Ib -wn ^ goblel dDwsr^'4iw sBoffiog fur 
Wilb fiBStke voMS. deck* ber fillBm liaii f 
While WA aod PleawrefbnM liie ^[ttigkllgr M 
And Wit wott^ll pjM)W» Hift viadom to be Uettw 
Olb speak iioli-^i>8ooih n^l^^^^thr^ ait seagiiM* 
A voice Fve heard^ more potent far than tfiiMi 
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A veiee whose voB^estty might {^tte the ear 

Of madd'oiiig Passicniy in Us wild careisr : 

A scene I've view'd^ ev'a thou m^t'st rkw 

. aghast* 
And own thy fbadeit hopes must fade at hBt«^9« 
Ohj coold 1117 &xkki voice bat once prevail, 
l*d tell th3r fa«m)w*d soul a vtrond'iDus bde I 
To damp i&y projectoj daring as thou art ! 
And freeze the wannest wish that's near thy heart 
— 'TbiBk not I grieve* with endless cares opprest* 
For her I lov'd* whoi passlOD 6fd my breast $ 
Long 4id I seek bars vanirii*d from my sight* 
With alek^ning hope in vftin I trae*d her flight* 
Well doiBt thou know* ]ii4>fttient of oootroul* 
How fits «f gloom and frenzj seiz*d my sobI I 
O'er jDUgged rocki» vrbere HeitBits scarce w^ou^d 

The wildfMM of dc»p«r batiionn^d my hedf 
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Nor fomt have I 8huim*d» nor vale obscure-— 
For calm repose 'twas madness to endure ! 
In dreary shades, impervious ev'n to room, 
I wandet'd, like some vagrant virretch forlorn, 
Whe^lost toev'rj J07, whilst woes increase. 
Seeks but some lone retreat to die in peace, 
—Amid the gleams which pensive moonlight gave^ 
I view'd, methought, the entrapce pf a cave! 
A rofEsin crew might here then: oigies hold. 
With murd'rous plan-^but Mis'iy can be bold| 
Its frantic enterprise affords relief. 
And toils and dangers arc the sport of grief.*— 
Dim and obscure, with scarce a glimmering ray. 
Thro' subterranean vaults I sought my way. 
A damp malignant air, with death<-like chill, 
(Whilst life's pale lamp but faintly glimmcr'd still) 
Struck to my heart— and oft a hollow sound. 
Of dreadful itnport, seem'd to echo round ! 



And shadowy forms, which Fancy sciz*d aghast, * 
Thro' winding cells, in fun'ral order pa^'d. 
My soul recoil 'd. — But stronger than Dismay, 
A Pow'r Superior seem*d to guide my way. 
Blest was that hour ! for now a gentle lights 
Like opening day-light, beamM upon my sight. 
And shone around me, with celestial force. 
As throbbing Hope pursued its ardent course. 
F^r as the eye cou*d see, yet bright and clear, 
(As rays of Glory bade its form appear) 
I view*d a Cross : methought, sublime it stood. 
Of noble structure, tho* 'twas bath*d in blood ! — 
Low in the dust, absorb'd in fervent pray'r, 
(Adoring Him, who once was Victim there) 
A prostrate figure — contrite, meek, depressed, 
While rugged sackcloth cloath'd her tender breast, 
Breath*d the mild offering of an humble mind. 
And sought the shelter pious faith shall find.^* 



\ 



Ai nearer 6t\\], with cautious steps I drew. 
The long lost Magdalbna struck my view ! 
No more the gay-— to Love, to Pleasure dear-^ 
The pale, the conscious penitent was here. * 

I mark'd the sacred tear in silence fall. 
Which yidds lo Heaven the heart— -the w«xidr-* 

and all ! 
I mark*d the timid eye with rapture shine> 
Tho' dim with tears— die dews of Grace Divine; 
Nor dar*d I with unhallowed steps moleat 
The treasured offering of a Saint at rest. 
Thou know*st my heart-*-but oh ! a secret awe. 
Like Heaven's own mandate^ bade my feet Wilb« 

draw: 
My trembling heart pronounced its last ferewell« 
Nor dar*d one wish— one guiky thought rebel!-* 
** Oh, Magdalbna ! safe, rever*d> and fi%e, 
RenMin, sweet love ! and breathe one pray'r lor 



199 

Rest^ gentle S^tdl be eVrfr fmJt forgiven, 
And thy c<^ spirit 4»icet its Loiti In Hea?en ; 
Whilst Life's alluring dream with me is o^er> 
And Pleasure's smile shall ten^pt my youth no 
inomv*' 



For thee^ oli As.TAMOfit'i if FriendBhip's voice 
In early youth was e*er thy virtuoos dioice^ 
Ere syren Pleasure, with iusiduous art, 
Infus'd her deadly poison in thy heart- 
Deem not her zeal intrusive or severe. 
To save thee— what? from luxuries bought too 

dear ! 
The silken band shall prove an iron chain^ 
And thy gaird spirit seek release in vain ! 
The noble freedom of thy nature fled, 
A ruthless tyrant shalt thou find instead. 
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Who spreads her empire with destnictive bitath, 
Whpse smile is treach'ry— and whose frown is 
Death. 



Sach have I found her.-^As with feeble might 
Some wounded bird attempts its 1im*rous flighty 
* Thus do I soar-^my feeble wings expand^ 
And seek for safety in a fairer land I 
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LINES 



BB8PECTFULLY 

ADDRESSED TO HIS MAJESTY, 



ON BEARING OF SOME EXTRAOBDINABY INSTANCES 
OF BIS CONDESCENSION. 



Exalted Prince!— -Let meaner souls than thine^ 
Seek with a borrowed dignity to shine : 
Superior minds enjoy the social hour. 
Nor feel the weight — the arrogance of pow*r. 

Thus Russia's mighty Czar, with pow'rs sublime^ 
To spread fair culture in a frozen clime^ 



With geo'roiis purpose bade his honours sleep. 
And toil'd for knowledge on the foaming deep : 
The Sovereign rcign'd beneath a low disguise. 
And burst resplendent on a nation's eyes. 

Thus princely Alfrsd^ nobler dian his lot^ 
Conceal'd his greatness in a herdsman's cot> 
Where Pride, perchance, had 8C(»m*d the humble 

scone. 
Nor mark'd the hero, tho' in ALt?t6D's mien I 

Oh tife'er let Britain^ cxMy, vainly ioo^ 
Beloved Prince ! the blesMng giv*n ia thee ! 
Nor deem it strai^, reserve and harsh ^ystmst. 
Chills not a heart bemficent and just 1 
A heart, where Vice and Folly are withstood. 
Which glows with atdoor for a people's good. 
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Connubial Love, with soft and constant claim, 
Tliere lights its purest, ever faithful flame ; 
And zeal paternal, from the scenes of strife. 
Bends to the gentle cares of private life. 
Art thou not great ? A kingdom sure should know 
Th* intrepid soul, which fear'd not Danger's blow. 
Such Christian courage to tlie mind is given. 
Whose noblest, brightest, crown remains in Heaven* 
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ON 

READING A NOVEL, 



CALLED ARIEL. 



-Sweet Ariel! Fancy's darling child, 
Methinks I mark tliy wanderings wild. 
As graceful in the Sylvan scene 
Appears thy fair enchanting mien ; 
Soft " by the glimpses of the moon," 
It steals from night her horrors soon : 
Not "making hideous" — ^like the form 
Of wizard in the midnight storm j 
But cheering, with a friendly power, 
Ev'n Sorrow's dark sequester'd hour. 
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Such music to thy lute is given 

As ev*n might suit the choir of Heaven ! 

For sweetly from its pliant strings 

Celestial Peace its requiem brings^ 

And Virtue bids thro' ether float 

Her soft and harmonizing note.— 

Sweet Aaijbl ! — Guardian friend of Youths 

Cam*st thou from Fiction, or from Truth ?--» 

Though Fancy gave thy mantle: blue^ 

And deckt thy wings with sil^r hue—* 

Tho* Fancy gave thy fair disguise. 

We trace thy lineage from the skies* 
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LINES, 



BT DESIRE OF ▲ LADT SSTEBMBD BT THB AVTHOl. 



Sat i'-^Wbat is Lovb ^ Ye wise ones say } 
A Will o' the Wmp« that leads astray*- 
A canker worm of pl»M*noas power. 
That lurks within the blooraing flow*r 1 
A snake that coudies ia the grass. 
Where heedless folks are fbrc*d to pass— • 
A blight that spoils the forward fruit, 
A worm that gnaws it at the root ; 
A spark, which first we may desire. 
Bat soon will set a town on fire. 
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And all that roMi we knre and praise, 

Alas ! may perish in the blaze !» ■ 

Love, like a torrent, onward rushes. 
And all the land in raia crushes. 
Sometimes it plays th' Optician's part. 
And makes a glass, with so much art. 
It gives one object to the sight. 
And all things else are banish*d quite. 
Sometimes (my simile to finish) 
*Twill magnify— sometimes diminish ; 
And Proteus like, its tricks to season, 
*Twill copy every thing but Reason !— 
Twill make a draught beyond Champaign, 
T* intoxicate the firmest brain-— 
*Twill change (with wonder I have heard) 
Its peacock to a conmion bird !-— 
If LoTB must dwell within the heart, 
I«t it not play the tyrant's part : 
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For who that once has Cupid known 
\Vou*d set that urchin on a throne ? — 
Oh ! shun like Death that dire disaster ! 
Make him your slave^ but not your master. 
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TO hVl 

OFFICER OF THE TENTH REGIMENT, 



WHO HETUl^NSP TO ENGLAND, AFTER SERVIN9 
ABROAD 80MB YEARS* 



1804. 



Friend to the Muse, aod ^cb enltv'aing art. 
Which cbeefB repose, and Boothes the drooping heart. 
Which softeps friendship^ wliirfi appeases strife. 
And scatters roses o'er the paUi of life !— 
T4ke from b^f grateful baud, ('tis 8«rc tbj clairo) 
Oq9 bumble flowV to deck tby wrestb of fame. 



TOL. II. 
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That glowing wreath^ which Justice must allow. 
More bright than diamonds on the soldier\s brow. 
'Tis hardly carn'd ! — ^The fight, the foaming deep. 
And Afric*s sands, which roll then: burning heap> 
The savage shore, and India*s sultiy glow. 
Contribute all to make his laurels grow ! 
Whilst heav'nly Mercy lends her gentle aidj 
And decks them with a leaf which ne'er can fade. 



Sweet is Repose !— And to the Patriots eye. 
How pure, ^ow richly glows his native sky ; 
When ev*ry toil is past, and Danger's hour 
Enriches Comfort in her peaceful bow'r ! 
And gives delicious luxury, rarely fblt. 
Where Peace and languid Safety long have dwelt. 
Snatch'd from the boist'rous wave, the murd'rous 

crew. 
The warrior's bosom wakes to life anew : 
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Sprung from the grasp oi Deaths escapM eacli dart. 
He yields to gen'rous Hope his bounding heart j 
And ev'n the pebble on his native shore^ 
Shmes with a lustre unperceivM before : 
£v*n the poor pebble shall importance gain. 
And India's gems shall emulate in vain. ^ • 

Tis thine^ oh H— — s, thy toils and dangers past. 
To taste the sweets of calm repose at last ! 
Form*d as thou art, to share the social scene. 
And spread fair Friendship, with her smile serene. 
May gentle Peace, with all her charms divine. 
The choice of sage Experience now be thine-^ 
Glory and Toil have long thy hours possess'd, 
Tq Friendship, Truth, and Genius, give the rest. 
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TOTBB 

HON. THOMAS ST£EL£;, 



#W HIS GE4«TIllft AW AKXVITT TO T«B DAUGHTBt 
OP A OBNTLBMAir WHO BAD BBBN IV 
TBB OFFICB MAHY YBAB8. 



WB17TBV BT QBIXB8 O? A FBIBMfi. 



F^iB GcBtiliidel tboa glowing frieBd of Troth, 
Bright witb the ardour of onfadiiig Youth ! 
When Rindn^ pounlts bolpi with gracdul ait. 
To heal the sorrows of the wounded heart-— 
Gome to my aid-— the languid Muse inspire— 
Come with thy vivid spark, thy verse of fire! 
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And next to Heaven^ wber&first the tribute's due. 
Turn from the faithless world, to onb that's true. 
I call thee. Sense and Goodness to proclaim, 
Temper'd and bright, and (lolish'd as his name ! 
»— Though terror oft attends the warlike sound. 
The friend of f entle Mercy here 'tis found } 
And Tmth, wi^ grateful Friendship shall lereal. 
The Orphan's— "Widow's Patron— dwells with 
Stbbi. ! 
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LINES, 



ON HEARING A HIGH ENCOMIUM ON THB SPIRIT 
OF ATHENS, A WORK WBITTBN BY 
SiB WILLIAM TQUNG, BARt. 



The gaze of rapture. Ignorance may bestow, 
Wlicn faithless Fancy bids her pageants glow. 
And decks fallacious gems wiih lustre bright. 
To emulate the diamond's genuine light. 
But Science scorns such poor and trivial praise—* 
On more than fairy ground she plants her bays 5 
She trims the midnight lamp with higber views. 
And matron Beauty decks her classic muse. 
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Oh thou ! to Nature, Truth, and Learning dear ! 
*Tis luxury from the wise thy praise to hear ; 
'Tis more than this, to feel thy nobler claim — 
On Virtue's sacred shelf to see tby name ! * 
Sweet Mercy there thy off'ring shall receive. 
And place it with that smile 'tis her's to give j 
Safe with her treasures too, thy works shall blend, 
Fojr. Learning's Patron is Misfortune's Friend ! 



Alluding to some other publicatrons by Sir W.Young, 
in favour of the poor. 



216 



TO TBB M&MO&Y OF 



ADMIRAL LORD DUNCAN. 



FiiEND to his Country !— -to Religion's cause*-* 
On Earth he fought, and conquer*d with applause j 
But still on Heaven he fix*d his ardent sight ; 
The faithful Christian fought a nobler fight ! 
And safe has reach'd that everlasting shore. 
Where storms are heard and billows beat no moreu 



Farewell, Great Duncan ! while the sea shall hve 
Rever*d Britannia with its azure wave. 
Thy glorious mem'iy, with the world's esteem^ 
Shall o*er her trophies cast a radiant gleana. 
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And gild them with a ray celestial too. 

Which proud Ambition's votary never knew!-^ 

Oh, may this thought — this soothing thought 

controul 
The anguish that corrodes Affection*s soul ! 

Duncan survived, tho' not on catth to dwell— 
His vict'ries now let saints and angels tell ! 
He lives immortal^ in a brighter sphere. 
To praise that Sovereign Power he worshipped here. 
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LINES, 



ON THE DEATH OF 



CHARLES TOWNLEY, ESGL 1805, 



WRITTEN BY DESIRE OF A FRIEND. 



Where art thou. Genius ? — *tis thy mournful part 
To speak die sorrows now of Friendship's heart. 
For no inglorious name thy tears are shed : 
*Tis thine to sympathize — forTowNLBY*s dead !— 
—Come ev'ry Muse ! the solemn dirge prepare. 
And form tlie tribute with peculiar care. 
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Aspiring Art ! not all thy pow Vs combin'd. 
Can speak his ardent^ his capacious mind! 
Did not he seek thee in a foreign clime. 
And snatch theey mould'ring» in the grasp of 

Time? 
He viewed thee sinking in Oblivion's night. 
And gave thy beauties to the orient light. 
Fair Nature too, thy grateful tears impart. 
For oh ! he lov'd thee, in the works of Art, 
And priz'd her talents most, when, bold and free. 
Like some pure mirror, she reflected thee !— 
Enchanting Taste, adorn'd with ceaseless Youth, 
Allied to Genius, Fancy, Nature, Truth ! 
With sweet Simplicity, in russet plain. 
And all the Graces blooming in thy train- 
Come deck the cypress shade, with weeping eyes. 
And breathe in Sculpture where thy Townlbt 
lies. •• 
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But what are now thy safest^ richest powVs, 
When Death possesses^ and the grave derours? 
A Power Sapreme must there in darkness shincj 
And wake thy friends ta knowledge more divine. 



SONNETS, 



AND 



RELIGIOUS POETRY. 
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SONNET TO MEMORY. 



Oh> gentle Memoiy ! — Sorrow's fading Queen ! 

Whose solemn haunts still Fancy loves to trace 5 
Though deck*d in sables^ soothing is thy mien. 

And smiles adorn thee of peculiar grace ! 
Oh thou ! who lov*st by moonlight's pensive beam 
To wander by the murm'ring silver stream. 
Catching some object in the misty glade ! 
Enchanting Mem*ry ! tho' thy colours fade. 
And Time may job them of their fairest hue. 
Still, by Reflection's gleam they're bright and 
new!— ^ 
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The wounded spirit, like some shatter*d bark. 
Which sov*reign Pity still has deign'd to mark. 
And sav*d from sinking, tho* by whirlwinds driv*o^ 
Must seek its harbour, and its hopes in Heayen. 
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ON THE 



EENEWAL OF THE WAR. 



What heavenly fonn> with namdess beauty graced, 
Tho' horror turns her cheek of roses pale^ 
And her hair floats, disorder'd^ to the gale. 

Flies with the winged step of trembling haste. 
Nor stops to tell the winds her dismal tale ? — 

*Tis gentle Peace ! — Alas 1 she smiles no more ! 
No more with harmony her grove resounds; 

But Ocean bids his loudest cannons roar. 
And shrill in air the angry trumpet sounds, 
VOL. II. a 
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WhilstFamc her banner spreads^— its dazzling pow*r 
Calls to her valiant sons to meet the foe. 
Trusting in Him who lays the mighty low ! 

And gives to Victory its triumphant hour;— 
Whose potent Arm the battle must mdntainf 
And ev'n may yield sweet Peace her charms 
again! 



227 



EASTER. 



Death closed his iron gates in vain ! 

A stronger^ nobler— nnore victorious anii> ^ , 
Burst thro* the adamantine chain. 
And spread, oh Darkness ! thro* th7 dire domaui. 

Confusion to thy hosts, and deep alarm ! 
He rose— the Saviour of Mankind !— 

Well nught*st thou shrink, O Death, within 
thy cave, 

(Despoil'd of empire, even within the Grave,) 
To see th* Almighty Gift by Love assign'd. 

And all thy captives freed. 
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When Sin had spread its empire o*er the world. 
And fierce Destruction bad its flag unfurrd^ 
Black with the crjpes of men. — Oh ! 'twas an 

hour. 
When Mercy, like a sun-beam, brightcn'd pow'r, 

And granted Life indeed 1— 
The heart which feels its gbw, has that wi&in, 
Which even may lead in drains the moDster Sin; 
A Saviour's triuAaph maj it bo^ to sbaiey 
And Death, in vain, shall leek a victim there I 
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THE MAGDALEN. 



A SONNBT- 



Thko' the dark shadows of my brain. 
Conviction darts with piercing light I 
Not like the mom, to eheer my aching sigh^ 

Bat more like lightning on the dreary plain,. 
Casting terrific gleams on night !— 

Thus, faintly thro' Confusion's gloom. 
The horrors of the scene I see ; 

And sure, a refuge^ like the tomb. 
Must hide my wretchedness and me !• 
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Take me, oh Savioux of Mankind ! 

One gleam of heav'nl7 Grace impart; 
I bring thee (all a wretch can find) 

A miff'ringj guiltj, broken heart 
Clasping thy cross, I'll breathe my ardent pray'r. 
And dark Perdition cannot sdze me there. 
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A HYMN. 



Though hovVing tempests gather round me. 
And threatniag cloads, aghast, I see, 

Let them not, O Lord, confound me ! 
Tbj creature still must trust in Thee. 

Amid the midnight's darkest horror^ 
Shou'd but Thy glorious smile be seen. 

It soothes the keenest edge of sorrow. 
And Death itself becomes serene. 



Tho* storms may swell the foaming billow. 
And deqp the soul may be opprest. 

The Bock of Ages is our pillow. 
And there the weary head may rest* 
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TO MR.W.S*****> 



ON HIS PEBSBNT OF TBS CHItlSTIibK 
SBMEMBEANCBa, 



If Gratitade the censcioos. breast inspires. 
When wan Disease and all her train retires f 
When Natvire owns the sage Physician's art, 
In ev'ry palse that vibrates in the heart 5 
Ah> say, can words declare that author's daim. 
Who heals our anguish with a nobler ^m } 
Can suited praise— can doquenee be feond. 
For him who probes, to cure a deeper woufid } 



333 

And pours the balm of heav'nly Truth within. 
To save the soul, consum*d by fest'ring sin.— 
When trembling Conscience feels unequal strife. 
Sweet is the precipus drop of sacred Life -, 
Tis Health — 'tis Youth — 'tis energy Divine ! 
Accept the praise, oh S^ARLK-^'tUju&dy thine: 
Meekly thy soul shall take the tribute given. 
And yield the glory, where 'tis due— to Heaven I 
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ON READING 



A SERMON ON PATIENCE. 



Oh! heart-reviving Truth ! whose sovereign pow*r 
Enriches^ with delight, Ai&iction*s hour ! 
Sunk and aghiast, the troubled soul may stray 
Thro* Pleasure's flow'ry meads or Grandeur's way: 
Not one soft ray of comfort shall impart 
Its cheering cordial to the wounded heart !— > 
But when, in glowing words, we see expand. 
Religion's bright and venerable band. 
Blest with their Leader, who, from Realms Abore^ 
As first in grandeur^ shone the first in lore ! 
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Patient and meek^ ftnd holy !— When we view 
The Saints and Martyrs, an illustrioos few I 
So fair an aspect sufF*ring Patience shews^ 
It dignifies, and ev*n endears our woes !— - 
As some poor captiye^ who for freedom waits^ 
Tastes the pure zephyr at his prison gates. 
My fainting soul enjoys the mercy giv'n. 
And feels the sweet refreshment sent from Heav'n. 
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CHRISTMAS EVE. 



Though hoavy olgiQda in dftikqeBft roU|, 
Faith is tbo ivusbiDe of tbe soiil. 
And soon the bright returning day 
Shall chase these dismal scenes away. , 
"— *Tis thu8> when earth its Lord behdd^ 
A deeper darkness was diq>ell*d ! 
£T'n cold Affliction's sable night 
Resign'd its empire at the sights 
And beams resplendent and divine. 
Then caus*d immortal Day to sbiac^ 
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CHRISTMAS DAY. 



Blj^ck thn)ugli the^r, yt^ow*n of Darimcss fly. 
With Malice and Revenge— a sullen train ! 

Pure and serene siioa'd be tbe^ooftiscious sky. 
An emblem of Messiah's glorious reign. 
Oh let not man^ redeemed from Mis'ry's chain, 

r 

Fieroel7 ^and pnsad his fe^aw man bdi^ld-^- 
To Penitence severe — to Me&gr coldl . 

And vieiir her lanilei^^her hoavholfamile in vain ! 
Firm in his soal. Jet hol)r Trndi ODgiHve 
Her4)iQdoui caoDiel) andindinnonxiMp 
Of sacred blood, lier gkl^dag tetters tieepi-^ 
A SAvidvaooiQca ! tho' w^ij 4issmos xsv^^ 
He came to pardoop-^tfid Me-CBtne to ssre ! 
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A BEUGIOUS SOLILOQUY, 



rORA BBCX.U8S. 



Grbat God ! when o*cr the dazzling height 
I cast my animated sight, 
Asnazement ev^iy thoaght confounds, . 
And Fancy forma cdestial sounds ! 
Lord ! what is man ? whom heav'nly Love 
Has ddgn*d to visit from Above? 
Though 8ii>«^o* demons may oontroDl, 
Man has a bright immortal soolj 
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To save that spark of light divine. 
Oh, King of Glory ! it was Thine ! 
Oh ! blest Rbdbbmsk ! 'twas a deed^ 
For which Thy matchless Love might b^eed. 
And grov*ling must that spirit be. 
Which views not Excdlenoe in Tbbb ! 
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A HEUOIOnS SUPPLICATICm. 



Oa, JJleflfied SAViotrm 1 since m^ will 
Becomes the slave of Passion still. 
Oh tear the'bandage from my sight, 
lyhich intercepts Thy glorious light ! 
Unfold thy bright eternal Day, 
And snatch me, from myself away ! 

Since there's a Rest, when Life is trod. 
Kept for Thy servantfr--oh ! my God ! 
A Rest, from vile intruders free. 
Where Harmooy resides with Tliee!— 
Oh, may thy feeble Servant share. 
And find an endless Harbour tbbsb. 
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THE VAGRANT 



A WRETCHED Vagrant, here behold me! 

A wand'rer on the desart plain ; 
In early youth a tyrant sold me. 

She sold me for the love of gain ! 



A gnilty culprit Justice found me. 
And banish'd to a distant land — 

And now return'd, while feelings wound me, 
A dismal Outcast still I stand ! 



As wand'ring on a Sabbath morning. 
Beside a church I took my way, 

Impeird by some propitious warning. 
Within tlie sacred porch I lay I 
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A tattefd wretch, I dar^d not enter. 
But words of comfort caught 1117 ear, 

Aud ieem*d to ny, a wretch might venture 
At Mercy's seat, tfao* banish*d here i 

And One, I heard, (how vast the blessing !) 
Had 8av*d poor Sinners from despair ; 

I felt sweet Hope my soul possessing. 
And humbly joln'd in ardent pray'r* 

That hour thro* life shall be my treasure-^ 
No fraud shall now' my wants supply | 

And shou*d the world still shew displeasure, 
1*11 trust in God, and meekly die ! 
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THE SHIELD OF FAITH. 



A RELIGIOUS SONKBT. 



Bright on the Shield of Virtue, when 'twas gtv*n 

(Of dazzling lustre, and of pow'rs divine) 
By pure Religion, from the Court of Heav'n, 
And Mercj bade the gift on mortals shine, 
To guard the breast of Passion and of Youth-^ 
On that fair Shield was grav'd the name of Truth ! 
Invincible shall prove its heav'nlj force. 
And ev*n in Death's dark vale secure its course; 



24A 

For He, whose sufF'rings spoke transcendent lore. 
Has there His Promise wrote in sacred blood. 

Strong is the feeble, sheltered from Above, 
For He that most is Mighty, most is. Good ! 

In that ecstatic thought 'shall comfort reign. 

And the fierce powers of Darkness frown in vain! 



JESS^YSf 



ON 



MORAL AND RELIGIOUS SUBJECTS. 



ESSAYS. 



A VISION. BY ORONTES. 



OppRSSSEOivitb grief and disappdntment, and 
wearied with reflection, a few evenings ago I softly 
sunk into a profound slumber, to the soopd c^ a 
tempestuous gale» which rustled through the ad-« 
jacent furest> and roused the Ocean to a solemn 
murmur: It was faintly heard at a distance from 
the dwelling where I lived — a solitude far remote 
from Dissipation^ and even from Society ! where 
Imagination might wander, with unmolested free-*^ 
dom, and the beloved objects of Memory might 
long preserve their impressioiu 
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Such was-ipy state, when the deep repose of 
forgetfulness stole over m>' senses, dnd the |X)wer» 
of Fancy, with a peculiar energy, exerted their in- 
fluence. Methought 1 was suddenly transported 

to a dark and irregular wilderness, which excluded 
the light of the Sun in many places. A confused 
and discordant noise was heard through the trees> 
but sometimes it was raried by the groans of 
Distress, the hissing of Serpents, the growling of 
wild beasts, and other jarring sounds. Some of 
the paths, indeed, were adorned with Flowcrs,. 
which made a gaudy appearance, and I was taking 
np some of them to form a nosegay, whttn, sud- 
denly, there appeared a majestic figure at my elbow, 
who dashed them abruptly from my hand. " Be- 
•' ware, young man,*' said he^ " of those flowers, 
*' which appear so gay and alluring; they are called 
*' the Flowers of Falshood, and they grow in many 
'* parts of this dangerous wilderness, but the in- 
^' stant you wear them in your bosom yoti will fed 
" the poisonous eiFects of them, which intoxicates 
the senses, and prcTcnts the clear perception of 
any other object. I am (said he, with great 
dignity, united with sweetness) the Genius ©f 
•* Instruction J observe, and follow me T*; 
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Tbcre was something irresistible in the invita* 
tioD of this respectable person ; his countenance^* 

■ 

I know not how> was awful, and yet attractive r 
there seemed an air of seventy on his brow, bat 
when he spoke, it was softened into complacency,. 
and the harmony of his voice was equal to the 
melody of music 1 I followed him* to the darkest 
part of the grove, where, hideed, I must have lost 
myself entirely, without his protection. — --At 
length he conducted me to a walk of £vergreens,. 
where I perceived some venerable Sages, so deeply 
engaged in study, that they seemed not to observe 
us. These, as he told me, were Philosophers and 
honourable persons, who enlightened, in some 
degree, those ages in which they lived, searching 
for truth» but' they had never gone beyond the 
limits of this walk. 



It is now my commisswn,"^ added he> '* ta 
shew you a scene of unspeakable importance, 
which surpasses the noblest display of earthly 
magnificence, and which all the potentates of 
the world might survey with wonder and admi- 
" ration." ---- Scarce had he pronounced these 
words> when, the dismal and perplexing wildemesa. 
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saddenly disappeared^ and I seemed to be insensibljr 
transported to a scene so glorious and sublime^ that 
it is impossible for the human mind to form a due 
conception of it. My eyes were enchanted with 
a prospect so dazzling; they could scarcely sustain 
ks lustre. *••-«< Behold/' ^id the Genius, " that 
*' venerable multitude which approaches!"- -•- 
I turned my eyes, and beheld a triumphant Cross, 
which seemed to be formed of a sunbeam: so 
great was the lustrey that it illuminated all around 
it to a considerable distance. The persons that 
followed it were dressed in habiliments of snowy 
white; but I particularly remarked, that there was 
somewhat princely in th6 air of all of them, oom- 
Inned with a gracieful meekness -, though there was 
great variation in their manners, their ages, and 
appearance. I was just inquiring of my conductor, 

when he prevented me,- "These," said he, 

^' are illustrious Saints, which you now bebolc) ; 
" they have all travelled through that dismal wil- 
*^ derness which you have seen, and they have 
" walked through the darkest paths of Pain and 
Misery, with many a weary step, to obtain that 
honourable distinction which they now enjoy. 
" Indeed^ those gloomy and rugged walks are tlie 
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'' shortest avennes to this place. Behold them 
•' again !"----! saw that every one of them had 
a Shield^ upon which was engraved^ in crimson 
letters^ the word 'Faith/ and also a sword, of 
inimitahle histre. - - - - " That shield/* said he, 
** is impenetrable ! But remember, it was the gift 
'' of Heaven, which they obtained with earnest 
" prayer and perseverance 5 as well as that glorious 
•* weapon, which is called 'the Sword of the 
••Spirit— the Word of God 3* with these they 

• " have encountered, successfully, a host of enc- 
'^ mies, and on eadi of thdr shields is engraved 
•* the conquest they have gained, whether more or 
" less illustrious." - - - - 1 observed a most graceful 
female figure 5 her eyes, indeed, seemed to have 
lost some of their lustre, but they were mild and 
interesting ! her hands were crossed on her breast, 
and her locks were carefully concealed under a veil 

. of most exquisite whiteness. *' She, whom you 
** now observe,'* said my instructor, *' is not the 
" meanest of this multitude: Behold the conquest 
'•she has gained!" Inscribed on her shield, 
I beheld the word 'Vanity.*- ---The next wbo 
attracted my eyes, was the figure of an elderly 
man, dressed with great simplicity 3 his looks were 
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cast upon the ground, and he wa» leading an dged 
domestic, who seemed to be enfeebled with many 
infirmities. *' That man," said the Genius of 
Instruction, "has triumphed .over difficulties which 
" the Spirits of Heaven surveyed with anxiet}^ 
" and if Divine Mercy had not sent to him a de- 
** iormed guide, called Poverty, he would scarcely 

*' have reached his present situation.'* '^ Cast 

" ^our eyes/' continued he, *' on that young man 
" who follows him," I obeyed, and at first glance 
I distinguished in him a dignity ^ and sedateness, 
.which seemed to combine the wisdom of Age with 
the graces of Youth. " That person/' said the 
Genius, ** who now engages your attention, has- 
** resisted the prevalence of sinful custom and the 
'* ridicule of-tlic world ! —He has refused to com* 
" ply with the impetuous humour of a Duelli&t, 
** who defied the prospect of Eternity for a moment 
'* of Revenge^ he has seen that very duellist re- 
'^ duced to distress, and he has conveyed to hint 
" the means of subsistence ! He has saved, also> 
" the life of his enemy, with the risque of his own, 
** and he has conquered him without blood !-^That 
*^' youth was a Christian ! It is a glorious name, 
'^ but the world did not understand him: he fouod. 
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'' a compensation for its neglect in the smile d 
** Heaven^ and the serenity of his own breast." 

Methoughty at this instant a sound of celestial 
rausic entranced my senses ; or rather^ it seemed 

to harmonize all the faculties of my soul. « 

'* Enough" — said -my Instructor — " you must 
quit this delightful scene } " your earthly career 
must be pursued ; a thorny wilderness is before 
you : But, remember ! all its trials and tempta- 
^' tions are but for a moment— and the' end is — 
^* Eteanitt 1" 

There appeared, from the majesty of his coun- 
tenance, and the manner of his speaking diese 
words, something so dreadful in the sound, that 
it echoed through my heart— -and, trembling, 
I awaked to the troubles and vicissitades of thifl 
lower world. 
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AN ESSAY 



ON 



DEVOTION. 



It is an observatioo of some writer^ whose 
name I have foigo^ that *' there ae^er was 9 man 
^' who prayed m his life with sinGerky» hot must 
*'own theie is a comfort and adraotage to be 
'' found in Prayer I" 

Whatever medidne is to the sickly and iofirm, 
such is Prayer to the afflicted and diseased Soul ) 
and as peculiar disorders of the human frame re- 
quire applications and remedies of a suitable nature 
to relieve them, so it is with the mmd. 
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I iinnly believe the reason which discooiaget 
90 many persons from this holy and beneficial 
exercise c^ Prayer^ is this-— that they observe it 
lactxiy as a task^ instead of considering it, what 
it really is-*our Privilege I • • - Some hasty, inju* 
didoas choice, and some studied form of private 
Devotion, which they have found in a pious 
authcMr*— valuable, perhaps, in its kind, but un- 
suitable to their own circumstances— a form which 
"ihcy adoplied without reflection, and practise with* 
out feeling-Hnay have hardened and misled them 
from the effects of a true and genuine Piety. - • - 
Some vague expressicms of a repentance, to which 
they are absolutely strangers, and a renunciation of 
the world, whkh probably they do not experience, 
is the result of that exertion -, which nevertheless 
appears to them highly meritorious, though they 
feel not its use : and whatever is ascribed to the 
influence and fervour of true Devotion, is oon«- 
sidered by them as the dieam of a frantic £n- 
thusiast, or the pietenoeofadesit^iiilg Bigot* •• 
Aks! ihsy know not-— they seek not pcoperly the 
blessings of Prayerl It is not a rcgidar fonn of 
wordi^ or the doquenoe of piofessiosu^ dsat will 
convey it to the soul. It must be «ensiUe of its 
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•Useatat, before it applies the remedy* To a cold 
and lifeless sinner, the excellence of the Lobd*s 
Prayer itself is no more discemed, than the most 
beautiful object of Nature is by a senseless corpse* 
The latent cause of the evil must be detected — ^the 
dangerous symptoms distinguished, and acknow^ 
ledged without any reserve, pretOTce, or dissimu- 
lation. - - • It is the Great Physician of Souls alone, 
whd can cure them i There can be no deception 
with Him. - - - The wounded spirit must be probed, 
before the Balm of Consolation can reach the 
anguish. The cormptioH of the heart must be re- 
vealed, and every sinful passion — every fatal 
propensity— must be drawn, as it were, from its 
deepest recess, before we can experience r^ef.— > 
We must discover, with all the vigilance in our 
power, wherever the malady, the weaker part 
prevails — ''the sin that most easily besets us"-^ 
and then, with courage and perseverance, we 
must seek the remedy. Our cUsease must not 
merely be palliated, but driven away— extirpated 
from the halnt $ and every man who makes the 
experiment will find, how entirely incapable he is 
of success, without the assistance and support of 
that Heavily Power which conamands as to 
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approach ' " the Throne of Grace, that we may 
** find help in the time of need." 

Whatever be the infirmities and diseases of the 
«oq1-— however corrupt and degenerate it may be- 
yet the privilege of Prayer is its blessed resource. 
The fi^ble application of the feeblest mortal, will 
be received and beard with mercy. Our 31essed 
Rbobxuer has assured us, '* Whoever applies to 
** Him he will in qo wise cast out ;** and He has 
purchased for us, by his inestimable Merits, that 
Blessing, which any man who justly discerns its 
impcntance will value as his life ; or rather, infi* 
nitely beyond it !-— When stained with iniquitiea 
and wounded with shame, ah ! whither should he 
fly^ but to Htm who is the Physician of Souls ?«^ 
the Friend of the Forsaken, and the Refiige of the 
MiseniUe!----Ha8 He not promised the Holy 
SjMrit to those who ask Him ? He is a Spirit of 
Wisdom^— of Light-<-of Consolation ! — a sanctify- 
ing Spirit to the penitent Sinner ^ and, in shorty 
every thiog our wretched state requires. He is 
Strength to the weak — Counsel to the ignorant"-* 

VOL. II. s 
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mA, asMsfced by His in^ht, . an hmnbie Christian 
can follow his Savioub» (even through ''the 
'< Valley of the Shadow of Death'*)^ to a jojfbl 
Etenuty. 

' If the herr6r and darkness wUch sometiiiies 
hovers on the Believer's sobU he not innaediatdy 
removed by Prayer, let him not be damped or 
discooraged ! We must rememter the poiaiaie of 
the im{>ortunate Widow. It is sufficient that our 
Blessed Lord (whose wofds are truth) has in- 
Ibrmed us« that our Heavenly Father will grant 
Divine assistance to these who implore it; and He 
has exhorted us to Faith and perseverance in this 
Dtity of Prayer.*-^ However imperfect atid un- 
worthy our petitions may be, there is a Power su- 
perior to all we can imagine^ who w31 graciously 
supply their deficiencyi and thriy are accented for 
His sake in whose Name wt Met them! We vo 
assured by Htm, tfaa^ oiie gmn of mustard seed 
willy fay cbnatant^fuu aad umemitting watdtfol- 
aess, bestow the praduce of eternal Fcliia^^ 

I know, indeed, (it is grievous to behold it) 
there are those who live without Religiaa in tiie 
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world! wfao par«ae a course of pleasure or of 
ba»iness^ (of idlen«S8» perhaps) xrithout any idea$ 
-but what ate sensual and worldly. In the 
earlier pedod of life, there is probably soooe darliug 
iaclinationy which occupies every monient of re- 
flection-^wbicb delightfully seduces the ipis^i- 
jiation, and captivates the heart. The prospecta 
of life may be gay and brilliant, probably they are 
uncertain ; and ia either case it is sufficient io pre*- 
flude every Jierious idea of remote objects. The 
society of friends and intimates, the novelty of 
eveiy scene that appears, and a curiosity for the 
attainment (^Knowledge^rWill^ for a certain time« 
^figross the tacuUies of the soul ; and even where 
education has fiaunded the noblest priociples^ they 
^-will too soon he forgot^ or lie dornoant in the soul^ 
while Qiuncarous and present olyects around us so- 
licit' its atteotaoo. 

But there is a time, when all the ps^eantry and 
deceptioQft of life will appear in their true cokyurs^ 
endlfaovgh tfae figure of Falshood be never so art^ 
faOy adorned to resemble Truth« (as SpBuasft 
repieaeii(9> in his excdtot FictioD) yet she must 
be Selected ! 
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A sensible and ptous author (Dr. Blaik) re- 
minds us — *' That which is mortal will perish, 
'* and that which is mutable will vanish away.*' 
-^Experience* with her fatal wand* will touch 
every object with the mournful appearance of 
decay. Those forms we pursued with ardour* will 
probably be snatched from our embrace ! Sick- 
ness* Misfortune* or Disappointment* will arrest 
us in our career I - -- -The more we have indulged 
our passions* the more they will torment and ty- 
rannize over us; and prove they are still insatiable. 
If Adversity should lacerate our hearts* the ^end 
pf Pleasure* of Mirth and Prosperity* will vanish 
fbc ever ! Where* then* in such a state* shall the 
forlorn Child of Experience* and perhaps the victim 
of Sensibility* turn for shelter ? His heart will soon 
convince him* that it is not to be found on earth ; 
that Consolation is the gift of Heaven ! 

But how difficult it is for him* who never ack- 
nowledged his Creator in the days of his youth* to 
seek Him in the days of his affliction ! It wobU 
indeed be difficult ; but Divine Mercy has so con- 
trived it* that Affiiction itself is a great corrector 
of the heart : it will teach Lim to lament his past 
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ingratitade> and to deplore his folly. The world, 
Mrhich was his idol, has left him a Bankrupt ! The 
Mercy of Heaven* which he implores, like the 
Prodigal Son, for pardon and acceptance, is his 
only— last resource j and he may say, in all the 
energy of remorse, like the fallen Casdinal 

"WOLSEY— 

— Oh, had I lenred my God 
With half the zeal I terv'd my King-^ 
He would not in mioe age ' 
Hare left mc miked to my enemiet ! 

• HAKBtriAftl. 

It is, indeed, universally acknowledged, that 
Calamity is a powerful instructor } and that it often 
awakens in the heart those sentiments of Humility 
' and Devotion, which are. stifled and overcome in 
prosperity. Impressed with this idea, we should 
cesise to consider Adversity or Disappointment as 
truly an evil, in this mortal life ^ rather should we 
receive them as a salutary discipline, in this our 
d^enerate state, which nmy lead us from danger- 
ooa and perishable pursuits^ to those which are 
crowned with Immortality ! 
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SACRED WRITINGS. 



If we consider the iUustrloas names of a NbIt- 
rovt, a Lqckx, and a £oYxb» with iht grmteet 
among our pkik»q)ken, as adrakers and Icfftts of 
the Sacred Writings ;-«-when we reflect dial ibcb 
oi the OBDSl yrgotfoas and cohilVatad mtudsj poa* 
sessed of the most etqaisite< dbtemitMnt, hare 
entertained the l^hest rehsh for their cxeeBetiG^ 
we musl siiidj have, no modetvte diaie ef Tanitjr 
aod opinion of onraelves^ to auppote that y^ have 
more sagacity, as critics and logkiabs^ thtn a«eh* 
men. At least, I thinks we should aun at some 
degree of their eminence^ before we dispute their 
judgment. 
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Tlve fiddky of the Sacred Penmen^ as Hiito* 
riaoB 9aA ChronologistSy has been acknowledged 
hy very high authort^— eren by Sir Isaac New- 
TOK hixnielf* The dignity and sublimity of the 
style has been confessed by the first of critics, and 
ibe majesty which reigns in many pass^es of the 
Holy Bible, might elevate and convince' any mind 
that is not utterly corrupted by Vice and Infi- 
<Uity.-----That the remarkable prediction in 
IvsoAf concomiiig the sulfenaga and death of ouc 
Blessed Satioob> converted the infidel Lord Ro* 
chosier, is known to be a fact^ and whoever 
peruses, an account of that penitent fx>blQman, by 
£ishqp BoltsrxT, must allow that there was some- 
Ihing more than fancy in that conviction, which 
first produced repentance» and then conveyed 
peaee to his soul at the hour of Death ! 

If only the weak or credulous part of mankind 
had £uren their assent to iUac Hoiy Scriptures, the 
Sccplic, jsoight have more excuse, perhaps, for hi» 
of^xwkkm. But the wise and the teamed, as weH 
' sat the good, in aiU i^^ have borne a most gIoriou» 
testimony to theu: ccedit and honour ; and ihis we 
know> that the bjurious opponent of Christianity 
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lias rarely been esteemed as an useful or a bsppj 
member of society. Some notorious examples 
have appeared among its adrersaries, who lived in 
infamy, and died most vretehed; and whoever 
lias heard of the miserable end of Voltaikb, may 
consider it, in some degrecj as an antidote to the 
malignity of his writings. 

it is not Wit, nor a brilliant imagination, but 
it is Truth which must support us in a dying 
hour! Those patriots and ^ends of their 

country, the philanthfopist Howabo, and Jowas 
Hanwat, were both of them remarkaUy religious; 
and if we look baci^ to that illustrious wurior, 
whose history every true Englishman nmst recall 
with an honest and laudable exultation, (I mean 
our Edward the Black Prince) we shall find that 
the Hero of Poictieks and Crbssy, was du- 
tinguished by the virtues and pie^ of a Christian. 
-—I cannot forbear to mention, also Pbingb 
EuGBVE, who made a devout writer (as we are 
assured) his constanft companion, and it was a fa- 
vourite saying of his, ** that a man made a bettet 
*^ soldier for being a good Christian.' 
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Let not, .ih^p the modern Unbeliever 
consider it as a mark of Learning or Wisdom, or 
Courage, that he ventures to attack those sacred 
records, which the brave, as well as the wise, have 
hoiioure4 and respected J nor dean it a mark of 
weakness and inferiority to be a true Believer.*— ^ 
Never can they deny, that tliose holy and venerable 
Writings, which we justly consider as divinely 
inspired^ arc the sure and unfailing basis of the. 
purest morality. 

The Old and New Testament are intimately 
coonected— mutually explaining . and illustrating' 
each other. In alipost every part of the world there 
are standing proofs of their authenticity, and we 
must take them as our guide to Happiness, or 
perbh. The mystery of our Salvation is there 
gradually unfolded in this inestimable book, from 
the fir^ daw^ of prophecy, till its meridian light > 
when at lengthj the Sun of Righteousness arose, 
'^ with healing on his wings— the desire of all 
'^ nations !** — ^nd the Great, the Compassionate 
Redsbmzs of 3lankind. 

ft 

• Every thing to man is inconceivable— every 
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thing must be so, in this great, this astonishing 
display of the Divine Goodness I But oppressed with 
btmsetf, as it wetc, the prisoner of Sin and X>e8th9 
he feels his want of a SATioua!-— a Support— « a 
Bdirever (ha^^j he is if he fiads it) akid he wishes 
not in vaiiu If man, should impiously rgect the 
Divine Hand that is stretched forth to save hitn in 
the tempestsous ocean where he is sinking, his 
destruction is voluntary"^ it is madneM i*— But, 
alas \ his ingratitude is equal to thia. No one^ 
I think, can venture to assert, that it is a mark of 
Wisdom to venture on Ruin,* or to prefer it; and 
if it is Courage, Courage is no longer respeetahle $ 
for Lisanity is the same thing, and ila. eifeds aie 
similar. «*^ I Imow that this is a Ug)it ia whidi 
the gay and stipexficial infidel ragazds not tiie sol^ 
jeet : he sddom possesses a mind to estsmate what 
is truly great, tioagaificent, or nohtef noa does he 
ventutt, in fact, to tonsider Etorni^ | bist lie can 
criticise sepamte and distinct parts,^ ^ad deteet 
falbmishes> as he tMaks, which manifest hia^ discern* 
me&i) some there are^ says Mr. PoFB^ who hokflj^ 
" rush in where Angels fear to tread.' 



*9 



K0^ to. the impeifc 
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characters in tbe Holy Scriptures^ we should rather 
esteem it as a mark of their impartial veracity. If 
man had only invented them> such circumstaaces 
might probably have been sup^nressed* They may 
also teach us^ what infinite need we all have of a 
Saviour J since the best and most eminent persons 
have not been blameless* 

Such should be the result of our reflections. It 
ig easy to judge and decide rashly. We ans told 
where the wise man is cautious^ ''the fool ragea 
<' and is confident)*' taut it h aaly the ignorant or 
the prejudioed who wiU regard hiEii^ or yield to 
ac^hislry and ridkule the sespect and aUentioa 
wfaieb is due to Triitb. 
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ON WISDOM. 



Webb it possible that all the grandeur^ wealth 
and accomplishments^ whidi ever attracted the ad- 
miration of man^ could be united in one person, it is 
certain, that without the attainment of Wisdom he 
would be miseraUeS Thore is diat which is inanifest 
to the world ; a shewy illusive figure, of transitory 
duration, '' who will strut his hour upon the stage/* 
be admired or envied within his own circle, and 
then be heard no more ! — - There is also that 
which is of far greater importance, what the Holy 
Scripture calls ** the inner man/* This is only 
visible to our Maker, and, in a certain degree, to 
ourselves : it is this which is accountable at the bat 
of Justice : it is this which must be our companion, 
through Time and through Eternity !— Here we 
behold the intrinsic — - the noblest part of our being,. 
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thcugh degenerate from Us origiaal state; and ac- 
cording as this is improred or neglected, we shall bo 
happj or miserable. To devbtc, then, our noblest 
faculties to its essential good* with the stiictest at- 
tention to promote it by the most certain means, 
must ccmstitute Wisdom ; and if this may be allowed 
a proper definition of it, (as I think it must) it is 
obvious, every pretension to it which Vice can oSer, 
however embellished or disguised, must be ground- 
less.- ••-Attractive, splendid, or superior talents, 
may appear in the covetous or worldly man ; but 
he must prove that he has taken the best method 
to beliappy within himself, and to. ensure a perma- 
nent felicity, before we can account him a wise 
man ; and I imagine, with all his art and ability, 
he will be rather at a loss when he comes to main- 
tain the aigument. Till then, in the language of 
the Preacher, we must consider the fool and the 
sinner to be s3monimous teems. 

Wisdom, indeed, b of the highest •» for it is of 
Divine extraction, and a pearl of such inestimable 
value, that the most laborious life of hardships 
would be well bestowed to obtain it. No matter 
if we pass through the most tempestuous seas, or 
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oe scorched by the torrid «>tie ! emi the loss of a 
light hand or a liad>^ woald cheaply purchase se 
vahMUe^ saimmortala tmasure; ioac Wttdom is 
the Scleacie of SalvatioQ. 

It is possible to encumber the head with leffiH" 
ing> as we rnay fiU our barns and sto{>ehouses with 
commodides that are not marketable^ and conse^ 
qnently useless t but It is Wisdom's office to adcct, 
ffiid enrich the ixiind with profitable and Divine 
Kltiox«4edge j to disoovar the natctre of lYmb> and 
closely to examine and pursue whatever is Important 
and benpfidal to human natm^e; whaieter wiU 
dignify and improve, it. — licamlng is the hand- 
maid of YHsdora, and bein^ subservient^ it iis not 
her business to be arrogant and presuming. Indeed^ 
the natural result of Wisdom's inqmries and re* 
searches^ must be seIf->Bbasemeut and not Pride.'-** 
Detecting the wretchedness and poverty of man, it 
must induce him to admire— to seek, and to adore 
the Divine Mctcy> which has s6 glorioctsly supplied 
^ remedy, and raised Wm feto the ^fclll wtoe he 

Wisdom will now diseem th^re la a spiritoal 
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wodd, vkich demands ita aUetition^ and is worthy 

of attits Btdour. Knowing the frail textttitt and 

OQcertainty of human life» it will grant it only a 

subordinate and seoonddry consideration'; for it is 

the office of Wisdom to allow every thing exactly 

tiie degree of conseqaence which justly belongs to 

k ! it will cautiously admit Pleasure^ but never will 

allow Passion to encroach upon its rights. Instead 

of seeking sensual delights^ or trifling pursuits^ it 

will endeavour to rule the empire within» and keep 

its rebdlious subjects, the appetites and affections^ 

within due restraint: oonscions^ however^ that it 

has no authority bnt what is donyed from a higher 

Power, to whom it will apply for relief, for vigonr 

and perseveranoe J and on whom it will ever feel 

its dependence. 

Afler aU our exertknis, we eaii know but in 
part> and till that which is perfect is ceao^, we must 
be content.* - - -Who, however, would grovel in 
the mire^ when bis hopes should eocah him anaong 
die starsi <^or be satisfiod with the gewgaws of 
children, when a Crown of Gkry is oObred for hit 
portion ia die vegieos of fitonal Felicity? 
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I am fully aware« that Wisdom has often a task 
to fulfil in human life> which sometimes maj be 
accomplished by those who neglect it in the regula-* 
tion of thdr own affinrs. It is possible for a man 
to be a statesman, or a magistrate, who fails in bis 
domestic character* and neglects the social claims 
of Kindredy of Gratitude, and of Benevolence.- - - 
The Politician, as well as the Philosopher, obtains 
a reputation for Wisdom, by applying his know- 
ledge and experience at a suitable time— by finding 
resources In danger, expedients in difficulty, and 
extracting information (by stratagem) to ^cilifate 
his purposes.— -To be a sagacious politician, how- 
ever, is not to be a wise man, unless he proves 
himsdf to be such in other instances : Ambition or 
Envy may distract his mind, and he may feel with- 
in, as SuAKBSPBARB obscrvcs — " the nature of an 
" insurrection.*'- - - -From this the good man only 
is exempt- - - -He who is truly wise, will prepare 
for the reception of Peace within his own breast : 
he will proportion his hopes and -desires to the in- 
trinsic worth of the object, and provide .for himsdf 
a sanctuary, against the time of trouble and danger, 
which mapf prove impiegnable to his enemies, and 
an asylum from the world! Without such a 
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sanctoary, the pursuits of thia life ivill come to 
nothing ! they are* merely the chimeras of tlie 
brain — "the airy, unsubstantial vision, which 
" leaves not a wreck behind !" And as the hand 
of Time has swept away the most magnificent 
works of Art, even the ilately structures of £al- 
beck and Palmyra, the gulph of Oblivion will also 
close over the most brilliant scenes ofGrandeur^ 
and the most alldfiD^ c^cts of Del%ht or Vanity. 
—It is the employment of Wisdom to save its 
pursuits from the general wreck, and to secure 
a treasure where no rapacity can enter, and where 
storOift^d tempestsf wM ifeter reach it ! 
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ON 



GENEROSITY. 



Thers is sometbiDg^ to ever/ yoathfol mind^ 
(with very few exceptions) that is peculiarly dc- 
lightfid and attractive in Generosity : but it is xiot 
every one who affects^ nor every one who acquixes, 
that deserves the character of possessing it. To 
live in affluence and splendour, to bestow with 
profusion, and to exhibit a kind of hospitable 
festivity, is all, in general, that is needful, in 
order to ctitain it. There is a kind of good- 
humoured negligence in. some tempers, which 
disposes them to be familiar and accessible to those 
who approach them: perhaps, with them, there 
is something more troublesome in a denial than in 
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compliance j but they gain without deserving, and 
probably without desiring it, the reputation of 
being Generous. There are many who would 
expose you to the ridicule of their acquaintatK:e, 
and deprive you of all the decent consequence you 
might possess, who would still open their purse 
to you, in the hour of pecuniary distress, without 
reluctaiice. Such, however they may plume them- 
selves on their pretensions to Generosity, are 
strangers (we may safely assert) to thst virtue! — 
The man who is truly generous, has not only an 
attention to the misfortunes, but to the feelings of 
his fellow-creatures— -ao attention which it is im- 
possible for a vicious man to feel, or a dissipated 
one to practise : He avoids any triumph that may 
inflict confusioo or ^stress on another, and takes 
BO pleasure in a sense of superiority obtained at 
tbeif expence ^ he enjoys no exultation from their 
defects, and wishes for no sacrifice to his interest 
at the cost of Humanity \ he encourages the merit 
which is repulsed by others, and supports the 
modest pretensions that are scorned or dlsre- 
gaidod! 
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Troe GrenQrQsit7 is 9 BebtKt)r w gvandmir o£ 
«>uU which exalts it abo?Q loem deoep&mft or 
unworthy actions 1 ite fmivdihip ii siaeerf^ aiii 
its caaity is pever di^oiffed bj £ildKM>4 of cuUioA 
l^y basea€!88 > it if. «^)»b]|B qf justke^ eve* to 8ft 
Qoemf , and can promote d)9 haftpioesft of other* 
si. the expence of k« ow9. The strongest owtivQ 
tQ the ex€f«ase of this aaiiabto virtg^^ is^ tbat it loty 
he tranogresaed with impunity : thearei is nolbiQi^ 
so helpless 9fi the reientoenl of a generous inan^ 
^hen the object of it ia in hb pameK ! -«•• We 
may bese obseanre how ioticuiely thi8..nQbkim« 
p^b^ of tihe soul is conncx^ed w«tb Jnatkn*. To 
^w every m^ ttoe adv^<MP(^a|^ vhicb na^Mral^ 
^ moraUy b^ong to him*, is the efimom of that; 
Pivine pi^netpk^ V^^sk hsiw cm QmmsAty^ 
^ich so ni»»ly €!imMQr» the gpo^ of otbei^ o|h 
pooQ iin did»^l9ft^-^9q?«w*iMe^^Ijt would dk» 
<3QfMe> to be ^iVimtu Whatever th^gsy libaetiM 
mayiAegine* thftmaawh^ne§^tfQ(RtedaiqMQf 
JkistiQQ> iwokd waalpnlf JtNippirinlBi' ib» lewfal e»»» 
ditor,. when.. t» baa 9^!^ly the. notans to laibr^^ 
himj is equdly a stranger .to Honour, Jiutfa^ 
«id Generosity* 
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A\ fliost rf onr moral fcKcellencics may de* 
generate to excess, and have some defect which is 
apt to adhere to them^ and sally their splendour^ 
90 has Generosity : By neglect^ it degenerates iti^ 
Indiscretion, and it is often tarnished with Pridev 
lodeed^ nothing so efieCtuaUy obscures its lustre as 
tlie kist named intruder ; it eomtnunieates a certain 
finrctness to the virtue itself^ whicb^ though it 
lessens not its dignity, destroys its loveliness, and 
g;iv€8 it an air of authority which defeats its own 
pnrpuses. The man who is too lolty to receive an 
«bligati6D> should consider this; that he regards ai 
iittle th^ fbeMngs of him who oBers it, and leaves 
hitn^ perhaps, in a state of disappointment as 
jpafaifiil a6 Malice itself coaki i^ftict^-a refiectioki 
which roust have, one should think, the gneatest 
influence on those who are possessed of a generous 
se&lAbilit)r. Therd H i sort ^ injustice in refusing 
a iMiefit, Whi^ is sincerely and honourably in- 
tendiid usj; Mid id accept it> st> as to gratify the 
Amor, 18 a leison that is snmetimes Vratiting^ even 
tb tie nobtost idind and the strongest sisnsibUity^ 

I need not say) ther^ dre ihtH^ b thcr Woridy 
wbOf governed by other motives, and animated by 
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rcry di£[t:rent pursuits^ are wholly blind and insen-^ 
lible to the charms of Grencrosity : it appears only 
a childish absurdity in their eyes ; only fit for the 
romantic poet or inexperienced youth to con- 
template with ardour. That it still exists^ how- 
ever^ we have examples to assure us, and soo^e* 
tiroes it may be found under a cold and unpro- 
miskig aspect. There are minds» where all it» 
energy remains^ though the chilling touches of 
Time and Disappointment have combined to weakeD 
its power. . I will only add> in conclusion to 
my description of itj that, to protect the ^helpless, 
and oppressed, to relieve the unhappy, to feel be- 
yond its' professions, and execute beyond its 
promises, are the noble and distinguishing features 
of* Generosity* 

I must here remark, that what Generosity may 
be^ in the wild and uncultivated soil of Nature, 
such, and a great deal more, (improved with a 
thousand graces — adorned with meekness, and. 
glowing with perfection— exempt from all defect!)* 
is that Divine virtue of Charity, which our blessed 
Religion, Christianity^ inculcates* 
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Generosity vi a curious and valuable plant ; but 
it becomes the common growth of the Christiaa 
land ! Here it is fostered with care — it blooms 
with celestial beauty! and maybe ingrafted on 
the most barren spot, with the assistance of that 
Power who has promised us *' the Harvest of 
Immortality !'* 
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ADVERSITY. 



Although every man, I believe, wishes fo 
he, bappy, and exempt from trouble, yet it is 
certain, the most amiable characters, and the 
truest friends, have been selected from the shades 
of Adversity ; and many a person, (who would 
have been considered merely as one among our 
agreeable associates), when drove into a sea of 
difficulties, or exposed to a storm of distress, 
becomes distinguished, great, and illnstrious— sm 
object of esteem and admiration* and an example 
to the world. Our dramatic Poet, Shakxspbabx, 
fags observed, ** Sweet are the uses of Adversity^*' 
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^ody bf mvKh htglier authority^ wg are asstxred^ 
*' Whom the Lord Itavclh He cha&traicth, and 
" ficourgeth every Son ^hom He rccciveth :"*— * 
Aod iBoreover, that " our short trials^ whidi ar& 
'' but for a monient^ work for us a far more eK- 
*' ceediof and eternal wfcigbt of Glory*" The 
QiriatiaQ eSteems this aa a part of his creed t bat 
even after the fashion of this world, the Child of 
Adurersky has many advantages over those wo 
account to be prospaxaas. What avails it that th& 
lake la unruffled, if it becomes stagnate or cormpt 
firom waiit of inotloB } Such is often the case of 
a nH&d wlioae powers and sensibility have never 
been awakened, or called on by Necessity or by 
Danger I — The life of a prosperous man, we may 
natuially suppose, is calm and peaceabje ; at leasts 
there are no violent concusaons from whhout to 
diatufb his tranqsuiitty ; what he suffers ftdm 
within we 2ge umcqttakilod wii& > but weaiifies^ 
and langotir are alaaost rare to iavade his soul> 
ani4» fike the touch of the Torpedo, to benumb it^ 
faeiiltlea: tlaceaae and h&Mi be odQfitsaMly pO0« 
sessesj beoeme ioaipki to ban $ Indoknce renders 
tfc^Boi naM>Ke so> ^d a gencisd indiffeienoe is fh^ 
result. The world he cannot know, or diatlog^ib 
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his real frieodj when it U the interest d every maa 
to appear so. Such a beings who is always ac- 
costoined to attention and complaisance, will be less 
sedulous to deserve them, and less obliged to those 
who bestow them ; his manners will, piobabty, be 
tinctnred by Pride, and his ccmTersation negl^ent 
or assuming:— the Patron he may* sometimes 
prove, but the soothing, sjinpathising Friend, can 
rarely be expected in him $ nor can we suppose 
that he will accommodate himsdf to the wishes and 
singularities of others. ---- Such ate the conse- 
quences of Prosperity in persons of a common 
character, if exempt from any gross vice> indeed, 
it is a hundred to one if such have any fixed 
character at all; frivolous, trifling, capricious, 
and unfeeling, we often find them " every thing 
** by turns, and nothing long.*' Doubtless ther& 
are those who are cntiidyt exempted from this re- 
proach, who shine in a state of ease and afihience^ 
whose examples^ goodness, and benevolenoe, are 
a blessing to the world \ bat for exemplary meek- 
ness, patience> and fiirtitade, we mxist sedc the 
abodes of Misery, where the Veteran leconnts his 
hardships, and patient sufifiaring Virtue is shdtmd 
from the world. 
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Adversity is certainly the touchstone of Truth ; 
it shews what the world is^ without disguise; and 
however deformed it may appear^ the discovery is 
infinitely useful to creatures that must leave itj 
with all its allurements and defectsi some time or 
other, and prepare for a better country !— Delu- 
sion may, indeed, be pleasing, but true Wisdom 
will seek for realitiesj and encounter every hardship 
to secure them ; it will consider Deception as the 
resource of Folly, and pursue Truth, whatever is. 
the price it pays for it. . Such is the practise of 
Wisdom, and the natural result is Felicity, superior 
to change and dbappointmeut. 

The. memory of a Friend, whose virtues are; 
engraved upon my heart, has led to the observa- 
tions I have offered upon tbb subject , In the early 
part of my |ife I became acquainted with the 
exceUent-SoFHAOMiA: she was then in a genteel, 
andf apparentlyj an affluent situation ; her man- 
ners ^ere polite and ceremonious, with somei 
mhcture of reserve, and her conversation was sen*, 
sibk and discreet, without brilliancy. Iladshe 
cfu)tinu^ in the sunshine of life, probably she 
would have ranked with many others, and have 
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«ank^ liteoth^n, (ntoOblMd&t Ant it\rai ihe 
ippointmeut of Divine Wisdom to t^&ct het to a 
irery dffFerent «itnatlofi. Th<^ teikipfist of Adversity 
gnthered roood h^ head t Td^s df d Biost sevem 
and mortifying oatsire lacerated htt he^i^ ! WhUti 
Ihej fardbly gained her attention for esertioti tb 
isd resourcefl^ ti^ey ealkd fdrlh her Ibttttude and 
magnaidimity^ and in pmt^oftiob as they ^ncreased> 
the powu-B of vital ReUgioA deemed to kindle in 
hersdolj Meneonnter a6d resist them ! It'ir^ 
ifaefi that her fnhld> Itlte a besieged t^ity^ put forth 
aU its itren^> sind 4 StKHgth Superior *v(ras ^dded 
to support it. When mMy wouM have sunk hi 
despair^ her patient resolution endured every suf- 
fering, ibr the lake of her ^tf and others^ and tb^ 
wero atoijsijtted by hbt es^U&ple. Nothttig wa» 
mean or &b^t In Soi*ilft^ittA | she teeeivtd kind* 
ueii with a pii^seM imd beeomtng eo«Dplaeeacy; 
a^ whefl^lftsf tihe j^MrtMk cf «dd6ly> iheve iip- 
puffed a cbemi^iieM in het 4ttpc6t> which ofily 
oftii ^dl with Yhttt^ ^9ug^ it Mtneth6es pi^t 
a ttouttiebt vkit to r<%. Her laidmiftrft wem 
sx^fyti, and h«r edttrteijr htitfaooe more ei^ghig. 
Ift fedenea of dittt^es* she slQI cdittri^iSd t6«heir 
benifrokHM& to Mher^^ tod 'ptt)ciif«d ttie leitedii tf 
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manj distinguished persons, by uniting a most 
liberal spurit with a grateful heart« In Friendship 
she was firm and sincere 3 but she utterly despised 
Flattery, irf every form whatever j and as the 
dignity of Truth never forsook her in distress, she 
seemed rather ennobled thafi depressed by it.— -She 
died, a sincere Christian, after a long and severe 
illness; and her memory will inspire respect^ when 
the wedthy, the g|iy, and the splendid^ are quite 
forgotten ! 
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SENSIBILITY. 



Wb may observe, in our intercourse with the 
worlds that the young, the generous^ and the 
sincere, are apt to be enthusiasts in the cause of 
Sensibility. It is indulged — it is idolized! it is 
cherished by them with all the tenderness and blind 
infatuation of a parent, treating with unbounded 
indnlgence his engaging and beautiful (Spring ! 
Beautiful it is, in its simple and natural appearance: 
when Youth is insensible of its charms, we may 
assert that it is fit " for stratagems and spoils.**— 
Cold and disengenuous must that mind be, which 
shrinks from the objects of Pity, Love, and Admi- 
ration, or at least surveys them unmoved, at a 
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season of life wbeu the heart is first expanding to 
the rays of Hope^ and has never been chilled by 
Disappointment. I believe that such a disposition 
is as rare as it is unamiable : sach a one> perhaps, 
may be softened by Adversity^ though it is ragged 
by Nature; but the warm, susceptible heart, is 
her usual production. Animated with Genius, as 
well as melting with tenderness, we behold — with 
anxiety we behold the Child of Sensibility ! How 
exquisite is its sympathy, how graceful are its 
movements ! It is only the piercing eye of Ex- 
perience—of sober contemplative Wisdom— which 
anticipates its danger, which sees that, fearless and 
inconsiderate^ it will rush to a precipice, if indulged 
in its career j that Credulity, its fatal and officious 
companion, will offer it as a victim to Ruin ! — 
Peculiar and astonishing is its fate, and no one 
who beheld its native abhonrence of Vice, which is 
intense, like its other sensations, could si^pose the 
misery and disgrace which Vice inflicts, should 
ever, in the smallest degree, be the portion of 
Sensibility. But the richest and most excellent 
soil will degenerate, if n^lected: weeds, and 
{MBrhaps poisons too, will become its production ! 
£vex7 thing, that is best i^ Nature, will become 



aoxiouf, if it 18 nlsiMed or perverted : 6ie tree 
wftich is too hizumnt in itt ]M«idikC^ exltttrsls antf 
destr^s itself $ ondthehosri wlaek wptmgs tto^ 
cootxontcdto'e«e«yobJ6Ct «f Ihmrt orAfftctioa, 
uriU at ioDgth (hanaasod hy DisappoifSttneat) i^- 
torn^ discoiisolate and laCieiiaUe!- the prey ef 
Ikspoir, which will never be kttown, and cff 
wroDg» wtkh wiM never be cempreheitdbcl'. 

Sodi is die fat(» of a misgcnd^d SemiMfHj.-w 
Happy, oRipeakalfy happy^ after all> if its gat- 
ftdngs, and dke experience of earthly d^tusiDtx^^^ 
iltlte'ifiigvadtade and treadbery it meetr with in tbes 
woddr. should diMof it te ^ Atit&or of Hbperand 
GoMdMotfl 

In Hid awfUb m^g\aAoB» ebjeets-of t&e Cihiil^- 
tanBidigioQ^ Seiftibfifiy nu^^d^pfitytlieaidxwirdf 
itepo»«ii^ wilhi^aMlaiidperifeetassaittnee^ tfrat 
if m^ nofcr ko djasertod or diasppoikiledFl He 
who implintod it in ikekofliaA bieM, inrilf accept 
<£ itthnniagry anAgertdeff ietheavenoe of Cdmfiirtf 
mm aSBbniMg of stf woMded heait HewiH not 
dfespift^ji itt weakffMtf wii be MMgtbened ; iW 
Witt liir AmiMly' rdie^vedi aitfiisooiK 
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flicts wiM terminatci in eve^lastiDg Felicitjr. — Suck 
a delightful period as this, to wretchedness and 
despair, can never be conceived by those who are 
infidels to the power of Ediigion, and its wonderful 
infloence upon the mind which turns to it for an 
asylum in the liour of darkness and calamity. 

It is true, tliat Sensibility is sometimes totally 
extinguished by a promiscuous intercourse with the 
world. The ingratitude of others may render it; 
by degrees, cold and unrelenting ; the hypocrisy 
of Vice may make it severei and the vile imposi- 
tions of Falshood may render it^ at last, distrustful 
even of the professions of Truth. But this is not 
often the case ; Sensibility is oftener corrupted by 
Pleasure, infatuated by violent afiections, or ruined 
by a blind Credulity: oftener is it drove to distrac- 
tion by Cruelty and Malice^ than hardened by 
Covetousness^ by Pride, or Malignity. How far, 
when indulged to excess, it may involve us in the 
guilt of othibrs— -how far it may ruin the noblest 
mind> and betray the strongest understanding, is, 
alas! too well known in society to be here insisted 

V0&. II. Y 
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on.'— Let OB ttot oondudct hwnc n sr, that Ihii 
Adaiir4ib)e g'rft of Ndtuic is txidj to be icosaideted 
as ft misfoitiiDei became in tlK possession of a 
few It faoi pBcfvcd injurioiiB, and wasted away dn 
TigoQf cif die soul ih grief and ailKiety s €bi he it 
from the wise, the geod* abd the nttkmai, to en- 
eourage such a thought! — Sensibility is a jewel, 
aild wtis given to adorn the sotil for the best and 
mblest f isrposea! it « the fnend of BaieToience, 
whh all its amiaide <iareB and delightful sensations: 
it is the means of Bytti|>athy in Fri^dship, of len- 
deraeas iil Lo^e> ot zeal in Behgion !"•«»€£ cvfciy 
thing ^t is gendrooft and refined 'U\ human 
Nature ! It genera^- ^cdenainnieB exalted Qenias 
and s«qper]or< Tatt»2 it entichea the mind with 
pleasurea «aiid g n t tl B ca t to ns whidi an masnslbte ode 
has noidea of! Above all thitiga, iU vtiUtf ia 
^tiplkyeA in Ihe pdwer of Cotesentte | k KtidBra 
the seB#o. of OuiltinsfupportMs, afeid it produDea 
ibb Bscest fvlre^ioa iDf right and 'WMngt ia cvciy 
minute gradation. Wfafen the priAdpfes of 
Bdigkn aod Thtud have heoik wndy iiMciilcMBd» 
ata ardent SehaihiHty Witt adbm tbohi wMi graeaa, 
which even the most dissipated and yicious may 
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admire and envy. Sorrows, indeed, will attend 
it i but they are such as Angels might feel for the 
corruption of human Nature ! 

Sensibility is a noble endowment, but let us be 
watchful and jealous of ks movements j let us pray 
to the Author of Wisdom to guide and temper it : 
ivhen restrained and directed aright, it is the genial 
spark of the Soul ; a pnnci{de of life, heat, and 
activity : but when once connected with Folly, it 
becomes a devouring flame, which consumes every 
useful &culty^ and ends in Ruin and Desolation ! 
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CONTEMPT. 



Among the few wrtten I hare perased on the 
subject of Morals and Manners^ that have exposed 
the follies of Fashion^ and the enors that infest 
Society, it has somewhat excited my wonder, that 
none of them have noticed the depredations which 
have been made bj Contempt. This crael and 
malignant intruder has destroyed as much har* 
mony, and, I believe, almost as much, happiness 
in the world, as a deliberate enmity : it is the 
more to be dreaded, as it lays in a kind of ambush, 
and sends out its arrows in so silent and secret 
a manner^ that oftentimeis none but the sufierer 
can discern them ; it stabs, like the ItaliaD Stiletto, 
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a deep and deadly wounds when it is almost im- 
possible to discover the orifice. We are prepared 
for the attacks of an open and declared Aversion. — 
Injustice^ by its acrimony and violence, has often 
subverted its own purposes. Though a Satire is 
severe and poignant, our wit, or our innocence, 
may supply a defence. But there is none against 
Contempt ! its accusation is indefinite, but it 
carries with it the sentence of disgrace : it damps 
the exertions of Genius — the spirit of Emulation ! 
and congeals every faculty of the soul with its 
petrifying touch. 

* 

It is not that Contempt in itself, distinctly 
considered, is unlawful. The good, the generous, 
and the humane, may unquestionably feel tt; but 
they feel it only on proper occasions, and with 
regret. It is not the inferiority of birth, or fortune, 
it is meanness of character and baseness of conduct, 
which excites their contempt— a contempt which 
afibrds pain, while that of the bad and malicious 
man is mingled with a sort of triumph and satis* 
faction. The just object of disdain, in a generous 
nature, is that sordid meanness of soul, which no 
elevation can disguise or honours dignify ; that i& 
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haunted by Infamy in the midst of Grandeur! 
guarded by Fear or Su^icionr— ever distrustful of 
others, and jealous c^ their superiority. Sueh 
a meanness as this I describe, will promote in 
others that spirit of enmity and confusion $ that 
daring and adventnroua mischief, winch it declines 
perpetrating itself; it skulka pttifuUy behind the 
shelter, which Stratagem, not Virtue, has provided 
for it, and leaves (withexultaticxi in its own safety) 
the bad and the innocent alike to the fury of the 
slorm whidi seems ready to overwhelm themw-— 
This is Meanness, or at least dne degree of it, in 
an exalted station, and it has generally Falshood 
for its auxiliaJT^ : in a low or dependent state> it is 
most in its element, and, indeed, it is less inex* 
cusable: Adulation and Deceit are its ac* 
GompaBimeots> and it is usually supported by 
Cuxmingf it is femiliarized to schemes and devices, 
which an honest, and virtuous mind would think 
the worst of davery to execKite : its waya are the 
WffjTS of Darknessj and it creepa lb Suoeesa 
through a labyrinth of gloomy and polluted faths^ 
which the honourable and die good never dacedti^ 
enler I' Suck a one aa this, is the object of a jost 
aBd!alaudabitOnvtaipt« la pooportistt toonr 
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for Viftue, we diall despise Baseness and 
abhor Malignity. •-t*But it is not tbd man of 
liearning or Grenius — the Scholar, unskilled, per- 
haps, in the knowledge of the world, or the arts 
of Politeness j it is not the defects of Education, 
or the peculiarities of certain classes of men — it is 
not diese that Bfaould excite our Ck)ntempt ! and it 
is particularly misplaced on the Ignorancd which 
seeks for improvement. — I must add also,, that 
whatsoever is deserving of Pity, should never in- 
spire Contempt. That trifling distinctions of dress 
or manners should awaken it, is absurd j and 
highly characteristic of a weak and frivolous mind. 
What shall we say, then, if the ingenious Me- 
chanic, the industrious Artist — tlie martyr of 
industrious Poverty, who labours for his sub- 
sistenccj and prefers the wages of Integrity to 
those of Sin and Fraud — if these should be viewed 
with Contempt ? What shall we say, when an 
honest, undesigning heart, and simplicity of 
character, is an object only of Derision ? Or 
how shall we restrain our indignation, when the 
practice of Sobriety, Virtue, and Religion, shall 
excite Contempt in fashionable Society? -—Surely 
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it oiay tempt us to exclaiin^ in the words of Juba, 
the honest Numidian Prince :•— 



— — — «- ** If Knowledge of the World most mak* 

•• Men Villains, 
** May JvBA ever live in Ignorance!" 

AfiDISOM'l CATO. 
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ON 



GENIUS. 



While superior Greiiius is the envy and the 
admiration of mankind, it is but little imagined 
how far the inconvenience or temptations to which 
it is exposed may overbalance those advantages 
which it confers on the possessor* We forget the 
moments of anxiety^ the numberless cares, fears, 
and inquietudes, which agitate the heart and 
distract the mind of him who would dbplay his 
abilities for the acquisition of Fame, or render 
them the conveyance of Instruction. Certain it 
18, that these'two ends are widely difierent, and 
often the reverse of each other. That the Author 
who moms to dsizsle and astonish us by his bril- 
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liancy^ is clearly to be distinguisbed from him who 
exerts his Genius for the benefit of his readerr 
The former of these we may survey with admirfi- 
tion^ as an enlivening Companion ; but the other 
we esteem as the valuable Friend : The former 
will be read and applauded^ will be sought for and 
fashionable ; even the thoughtless and the gay will 
honour him with that transitory attention, which 
is gratified with eagerness and perishes in Oblivion! 
But the work of the useful writer will retain its 
impression on the mind, when the agreeable chi^ 
meras of Life are forgotten | and the Soul, 
emerging from Vanity and eartUy care8> haa learnt 
to value her Divine Original, 

A tinoe no doubt will come^ (if we are not 
children to the end of our livet») whea the cban&ft 
of Novelty will cea8&-^wh6n ^e ftishea of Wit 
will aficffd but a short-lived amusemoat-^wbeD 
solid Argum^t shall produce Comvictton, ind 
Truth alca»e wiU be aco^taUe. It it then, if sol 
be&r^ that we shall -distiogpiisb between the 
Author who sparfcks with Genkis onljr* fEom ham 
who informs the Undemtandiog^ aod who aeeks to 
9Xfmd the Heait. The vi^iQlMry tod vnghOf 
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Author Ttaaj surprise and enlertain ns j but it is he 
n^ho resolves our doubts 5 who describes our con- 
fiict9« and relieves our perplexities $ who pours in 
the Balm of Comfort, (as far as Is in bis power) 
and animates us with Hope 3-^ it is he who 
emdcbes our uDderstandiog, and exalts our in- 
tellects ; who endeavours to mkigate the fever of 
- Passion^ and console us in the agonies of Remorse 
or Despair ! -<-it k bb alone that we select for our 
^vourite Companion— * for our Counsdlor and 
Friend! 

If it were known^ or accurately considered, 
those innumerable Beoefita wfai<^ maj accrue to 
Scciety from the kdx>urs of an ix^nioua and 
virtuoua Writer, who collects all the materiala 
within his reach, foe the boaefit of mankind, and 
Btioxm the matims of Tiutb with the graces of 
Eio^eBce, we should justly consider him as an 
ohJQCt of uiHVcrsal respect, and we should rightly 
appvekend the imporftttce of mental atfeunmeDta t 
it is only the n^t appUcsdOD whtck rendera tiiem» 
gkvkius aod d«nraMe> Whatever nibject they 
'po»iiie> at least they dmald jconvey aa ioDocsatr 
a> aaotad guiliiti twn to Ac mini ; tpdliewiboieta 
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forth the labours of others, perbhmg, perhaps, in 
Oblivion, and difficult of access to the ordinary 
reader j he who sdects them with judgment, 
fideli^, and taste, has undoubtedly a distinguished 
claim to Honour and Commendation. How 
black—- how enormous, then, must appear the 
iniquity of him who perverts the talents and the 
knowledge he has received, and who applies them 
for the destruction of his feUow-creatures ! — of 
millions that he never saw, (perhaps yet unborn) 
who may owe their misery and destruction to his 
fatal exertions. 

It is certain, that in the hands of Malice or 
Prejudice, united ivith Genius, a poison may be 
distilled, even from the flowers of Knowledge, 
and the injurious effects of it may be felt by those 
who never sb^l obtain the antidote. When 
extraordinary talents are thus perverted and mis* 
used } when Eloquence and Wit are the engines of 
Vice, (perhaps of Profan unM^ md Infidelity) it i& 
imposdble for the most savage of tyrants to » 
an evil on mankind of equal magnitude ! •— it 
qn the wings of the Pestilence, through the ranks 
of Society 5 especially among the young and in-^ 



301 



experienced* An ofiencc of this nature is superior 
to any conceptions that can be formed of it, and 
iKrhatever are the talents and other pretensions of 
the criminal as they aggravate his guilty and must 
increase his condemnation, they ought only to in- 
crease his infamy. 

Let him, therefore, who is possessed of Genius, 
instead of exulting, tremble at what he enjoys, and 
remember,-—'' Since much is given, much will be 
•' required of him." 
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ON 

THE BLESSINGS AND BENEFITS 

4 

SUNDAY. 



Among a multitade of persons who feel the 
advantages of the Sabbath^ as a day of rest, it is to 
be feare d- - grea tly feared—- there are many who ate 
wholly careless and insensible of that Ahnighty 
Goodness which ordained it. Perhaps there are 
but fewj in comparison, who consider the nature 
and design of the institution, or regard it, as it 
really is, an immortal Proof and Evidence of the 
Existence and the Power of God, and the Revela- 
tion he has given to man ; an evidence that comes 
home to the sensea and reason of every living moN 
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tal $ and wheA It^dlfy' ^od Ageism have e^rted 
every netVe itt their pdiver, td feenrc t!« Prince <jf 
Ddork&est^ and to r^r^sefot Kdigioti as prie«tcraf^» 
the Sabbath alone will dedate that the DMne 
Eecottis are ttue^ and there is a Providet^ce whidi 
governs the world, aft there was an Altiiighty 
Power which created it. It is ImjiOs^le to sttp* 
pose the Sabbath, or a day of rest from labour, 
siMAiM ever hove been tif htisnan institution.— 
We perceive, even now> though it is (if righdy 
ebsaryed) «> greatly lefreshmg and desirable tci 
maffi) e^dally to the sonn ofloLhOQt <and Industry^ 
and, indeed, KOtnerclftd to the wbole aMmated 
Ci%aCio^ at laf^> yet those kitteMe afflueot cDn** 
£tk)n8 survey it in a very different lights the gay 
and the w<»Mly irocelve it whih cokkieffi, and are 
too apt to aonex At ideaa of wemineis and langovr 
to a day wiiesi th^ {deaaofes <are suispettded 3 and 
persona w^bose heMs. w» aet npofi gain and rieiMB> 
consickff it tto fteqneBtly^ )^etlijaps, at a part <of 
time imfai^raoTfidde aad lost to libeir purposeSk^*^ 
Sii6h bdbg the <oa8e> (whcfti ^^^Mtele of taantt 
Hfe is Idiooght iiob Sttte iter A(e f&rwSlt ^aome 
fiiVxmtilBe oiysct) iit hMtfrobMt )bal gre^t and 
oiBnatt ponoof of dijb «nJh ahmild 1^^ 
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and actually appointed one day in ^vcti, in which 
all they loved and pursued must submit to a delays 
at least to a temponuj interrapiion; and whatever 
the benevolenoe of a few might have attempted^ it 
is not 8uppo8able« that the labouring and subordi- 
nate classes of society (however v^uable) would 
have been first considered. 

Notwithstanding this difficulty* it is no less 
certain, the Day-— the glorious Day of Mercy and 
relief to the Creation, has been not only ordained, 
but firmly established for a long series of years. 
The gates of Hdl> the powers of worldly Interest,* 
and the softer seductions of Pleasure, have never 
prevailed against it Numbers there are who still 
pres^nre a proper sense of its sanctity— who delight 
in its refi^bment; and, by Divine Mercy, the 
victorious light of the Gospel continues to shine 
upon it, for the instruction of thousands who 
might otherwise moulder away In darkness and. 
languish in despair ! • - - -The health and minds of 
men are not only recruited, in general, fiiom the 
fiitiguing exertions of Labour, and the toil of their 
respective ayocations, but the poor and illiterate 
are enlightened j thqr have time and opportunity.- 
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to worship their God, and to knoU' their Divine 
Saviour ! their hearts are opened to the blessed 
truths of Christianity, and its saving povirer is 
communicated to the wild uncultivated regions of 
Ignorance, which would otherwise degenerate to 
Barbarism. 

Society itself must naturally derive benefit fi-om 
these means ; for as it is composed of individuals, 
every one, however obscure, may promote the 
general good to a certain degree, or increase the' 
general disorder. ■'*• A system of Instruction must 
therefore be the highest blessing to .mankind, and 
every one who observes it, is valuable, not only to 
himself and the circle in which he moves, but as a 
part of the community to which he Mongs. For 
this reason, we find tliat wwldly men, in some 
degree, are desirous tliat tlie Sabbath Day should 
be regarded by their families amd dependants, 
though tliey exclude themselves (preposterously) 
from its benefits. 
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9aAmpB, if we could examine and take a ykiw 
•f ihm world in general^ we should find that thia 
Ueased Day baa been the means of a greater equali* 
ty among men than is usually imagined. If wt 
obsenre the smile of Joy and Ghratitode on the 
rugged face of Labour— 4he animated countenance 
and sparkling eye of the industrious Mechanic, 
who on this day is almost on a level with the hap- 
piest c£ his fellow-mortals, and tastes the cup of 
Liberty doubly sweet and ddightful: could we 
seriously consider these thinigs, with every circum- 
stance of comfort and comparison, surely we should 
discern that Almighty Hand, which conducts the 
affairs of men, and boa «cMPdfully infused a cordial 
in the draught of human Hfe, even for those we 
esteem as miserable. It has further enriched ua 
with the knowledge of Redeeming Love^ to render 
even the Sabbath itself more precious and desirable! 
Let us praise and glorify the Divine Goodnesa 
which appointed.it: let us never forget that we 
are his creatures ; and that when we had f^kn 
from his blessed Dominion, into the bondage o£ 
Sin, He redeemed us with a price inestimable !— 
Let us never forget what Love^ 6ratitude, and 
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Homage are due to Him^ who refii&shefftiB in this 
vale of tears from the fountain of Life^ and hat 
prepared an everlasting Inheritance of Peace and 
Joy for those that love Him ! 
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